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To  the  molt  Illuftrious  Prince 


WILLIAM, 

DUKE ,  MARQUIS',  and  EARL 


O  F 

Newca 


r  May  k  pleaie  your  Grace, 

H  E  Favours  have  been  fo  many  and  jo  great,  which  your  Gra¬ 
ce’s  unwearied  Bounty  has  conferred  upon  me,  that  I  cannot  omit 
this  opportunity  of  telling  the  World,  how  much  I  have  been  obliged,- 
and  by  whom .  Aly  Gratitude  will  not  fujfer  me  to  j mother  the 
favours  in  Jilence  ",  nor  the  Bride  they  have  rais’d  me  to,  let  me  conceal  the 
Name  of  fo  excellent  a  Patron.  The  honour  of  being  favoured  by  the  Great 
Kewcaftle,  is  equal  with  any  real  Merit,  I  am  fure  infinitely  above  mine. 
Yet  the  encouragement  I  receive  from  your  Grace,  is  the  certain  way  to  make  the 
World  believe  I  have  feme  defert ,  or  to  create  in  me  the  mofi  favourable  thoughts 
of  my  felf.  My  Name  may  thus,  then  otherwife  it  would  perifij,  live  in  after 
Ages,  under  the  protection  of  your  Grace’s,  which,  is  famous  abroad,  and  will 
be  Eternized  in  this  Nation ,  for  your  Wit  beyond  all  Poets',  Judgment  and 
Prudence,  before  all  Statefmen  Courage  and  Conduit ,  above  all  Generals  ; 
Conjtancy  and  Loyalty ,  beyond  all  Subjects  ",  Virtue  and  Temperance ,  above  all 
Philofophers  ",  for  skill  in.  Weapons,  and  Horfemanfinp,  and  all  other  Arts  be¬ 
fit  tingy  our  Quality ,  excelling  all  Noblemen :  And  lajtly,  for  thofe  eminent 
Services  in  defence  of  your  King  and  Country,  with  an  Inter  efi  and  Power  much 
exceeding  all,  and  with  Loyalty  equalling  any  Nobleman.  And,  indeed ,  the 
firfiwas  f  great,  that  it  ' might  jufily  have  rnadie  the  great  efi  Prince  afraid  of 
it,  had  it  'riot  been  jo  firongly  fecured  by  the  latter. 

All  the fe  Her oi'ck  Qualities  I  admired,  and.  worjhiped  at  a  di fiance,  before 
I  had  the  Honour  to  wait,  upon  your  Grace  at  your  Houfe.  *  For  fo  vafi  was  your 
fc*;,.  ,  .  •  -  A  2  .  Bounty 


’Bounty  to  me,  as  to  find  me  out 'in  my  obfcurity ,  and  oblige  me  fever al  year}, 
before  you  favo  me  at  Welbeck  }  where *  (when  1  arrived  )  J  found  a  refpetl 
fo  cxtreamly  above  the  meannefs  of  my  Condition ,  that  I  fill  received  it  with 
blujhes  j  having  had  nothing  to  recommend  me,  (but  the  Birth  and  Education , 
without  the  Fortune  of  a  Gentleman)  be  fide  s  fome  Writings  of  mine,  which 
your  Grace  was  pleafcd  to  like.  Then  was  foon  added  to  my  former  Worfinp  and 
Admiration,  inf  nit  e.  Love,  and  infinite  Gratitude,  and  a  Pride  of  being  fa¬ 
vour’d  by  one,  in  whom  I  obfervd  a  Majefiy  equal  with  greatefi  Princes,  yet 
Affability  exceeding  ordinary  Gentlemen .  A  Greatnefs ,  that  none  ere  ap¬ 
proached  without  Awe,  or  parted  from  without  Satis fatt  ion. 

Then  (by  the  great  honour  I  had  to  be  daily  admitted  into  your  Grace’s  pub- 
lick  and  private  Converfation)  I  obferved  that  admirable  Experience  and  Judg¬ 
ment  furmounting  all  the  Old,  and  that  Vigor  ou fiefs  of  Wit,  and  fmartnefs  of 
Expreffion,  exceeding  all  the  Toung,  I  ever  knew  and  not  only  in  Jharp  and 
apt  Replies,  the  mofi  excellent  way  of  purfuing  a  Difcourfe  \  but  (which  is 
much  more  difficult )  by  giving  eafie  and  unforced  occafons ,  the  mofi:  admirable 
way  ofbegining  one  and  all  this  adapted  to  men  of  all  Circumfiances  and  Con¬ 
ditions.  Tour  Grace  being  able  to  difcourfe  with  every  Man  in  his  own  way, 
which,  as  itfhcwsyou  tojoe  a  mofi  accurate  Obferver  of  all  Mens  tempers,  fo  it 
jhews  your  Excellency  in  all  their  Arts.  But  when  I  had  the  favour  daily  to  be 
admitted  to  your  Grace’s  more  retired  Converfation,  when  I  alone  enjoyed  the 
honour ,  I  mufl  declare,  I  never  fpent  my  hours  with  that  pie  afire,  or  improve¬ 
ment  nor  fit  all  1  ever  enough  acknowledge  that,  and  the  refi  of  the  Honours 
done  me  by  your  Grace,  as  much  above  my  Condition  as  my  Merit. 

And  now,  my  Lord,  after  all  this,  imagine  not  I  intend  this  fmall  Prefeut 
of  a  Play  (though  favoured  here  by  thofe  1  mofi  wijh  it  fhould  be)  as  any  return 
for  all  the  Ser  vices  of  my  life  cannot  make  a  fufficient  one.  I  only  lay  hold  on 
■this  occafion,  to  publijh  to  the  World  your  great  Favours,  and  the  greatful  Ac¬ 
knowledgments  oft 

My  mod  Noble  Lord, 


Your  Grace’s  mod  obliged, 

humble,  and  obedient  Servant^ 


Tho.  Shadwett. 


PREFACE- 

TH  E  Story  from  which  I  took  the  hint  of  this  Play,  is  famous 
all  over  Spain,  Italy  and  France :  It  was  firft  put  into  a  Spa- 
nifi  Play  (as  I  have  been  told)  the  Spaniards  having  a  Tra¬ 
dition  (which  they  believe)  of  liich  a  vicious  Spaniard,  as 
is  reprefented  in  this  Play.  From  them  the  Italian  Comedians  took  it, 
and  from  them  the  French  took  it ,  and  Four  feveral  French  Plays 
were  made  upon  the  Story. 

The  Character  of  the  Libertine, and  confequently  thofe  of  his  Friends, 
are  borrow’d}  but  all  the  Plot,  till  the  latter  end  of  the  Fourth  Aft,  is 
new  :  And  all  the  reft  is  very  much  varied  from  any  thing  which  has 
been  done  upon  the  Subjeft. 

I  hope  the  Readers  will  excufe  the  Irregularities  of  the  Play,  when 
they  confider,  that  the  Extravagance  of  the  Subjeft  forced  me  to  it : 
And'  I  had  rather  try  new  ways  to  pleafe,  than  to  write  on  the  fame 
Road,  as  too  many  do.  I  hope  that  the  fevereft  Reader  will  not  be  of* 
fended  at  the  Reprefentation  of  thofe  Vices,  on  which  they  will  fee  a 
dreadful  punifhment  inflifted.  And  I  have  been  told  by  a  worthy  Gen-  . 
tleman,  that  many  years  agone  (when  firft  a  Play  was  made  upon  this 
Story  in  Italy)  he  has  feen  it  Afted  there  by  the  name  of  Athciflo  Ful- 
min  at  oy  in  Churches,  on  Sundays,  as  a  part  of  Devotion }  and  fome, 
not  of  the  leaft  Judgment  and  Piety  here,  have  thought  it  rather  an 
ufeful  Moral,  than  an  incouragement  to  Vice. 

1  have  no  reafon  to-  complain  of  the  fuccefs  of  this  Play,  fince  it 
pleafed  thofe,  whom,  of  all  the  World,  I  would  pleafe  moft.  Nor 
was  the  Town  unkind  to  it,  for  which  reafon  I  muft  applaud  my  good 
Fortune,  to  have  pleafed  with  fo  little  pains :  There  being  no  Aft  in  it, 
which  coft  me  above  Five  days  writing  }  and  the  laft  fwo,  (the  Play- 
houfe  having  great  occafion  for  a  Play)  were  both  written  in  Four  Days, 
as  feveral  can  teftide,  and  this  I  dare  Declare,  notwithfta  nding  the 
foul  coarfe,  and  ill-manner’d  cenfure  paffed  upon  them,  (who  write 
Plays  in  Three,  Four,  or  Five  Weeks  time)  by  a  rough,  hobiing 
Rhime,  in  his  Fofifcript  to  another  Man’s  Play,  which  he  fpoil’d,  and 
call’d  Love  and  Revenge  }  I  having  before  publickly  owned  the  writing 
Two  Plays  in  fo  fhort  a  time.  He  ought  not  to  have  meafured  any 
Man’s  Abilities,  who  writes  for  the  Stage  •,  with  his  own  :  For  forne 
may  write  that  in  Three  weeks,  which  he  cannot  in  Three  Years.  But 
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he  is  angry,  that  any  Man  fhoiild  write  Senle  Co  eafily,  when  he  finds 
it  fo  laborious  a  thing  to  write,  even  Fi#ian,  that  he  is  believed  to 
have  been  three  years  drudging  upon  the  Conquefi  of  China.  But  he 
ought  not  to  be  called  a  Poet,  who  cannot  write  Ten  times  abetter  in 
three  Weeks. 

I  cannot  here  pals  by  his  lawcy  Epiftle  to  this  Conquefi ,  -which  (in- 
head  of  Exprefiions  of  juft  Relpeft,  due  .to  the  Birth  and  Merit  of  nis 
Patron)  is  fluffed  with  railing  againft  others.  And  firft,  he  begins  with 
the  vanity  of  his  Tribe.  What  Tribe  that  really  is,  it  is  not  hard  to 
guels }  but  all  the  Poets  will  bear  me  witnels  it  is  not  theirs,  who  are 
lufficiently  fatisfied,.  that  he  is  no  more  a  Poet  than  Servant  to  His  Ma- 
jefty,  *as  he  prefumes  to  write  himlelf  \  which  I  wonder  he  will  do, 
fince  Pro  ted  ions  are  taken  off :  I  know  not  what  Place  he  is  Sworn  into 
in  Extraordinary,  but  1  am  fure  there  is  no  luch  thing  as  Poet  it  Ex¬ 
traordinary.  *  •  • 

But  I  wonder  (after  all  his  railing)  he  will  call  thefe  Poets  his  Bre¬ 
thren  \  if  they  were,  me-thinks  he  might  have  more  natural  affection 
than  to  abule  his  Brethren  :  But  he  might  have  Ipared  that  Title,  for 
we  can  find  no  manner  of  Relation  betwixt  him  and  them ,  for  they  are 
all  Gentlemen,  that  will  not  own  him,  or  keep  him  company :  And 
that  perhaps,  is  the  caufe  which  makes  him  Co  angry  with  them,  to  tax 
them,  in  his  ill-manner’d  Epiftle,  with  Impudence,  which  he  (having 
a  particular  A  ffeftion  for  his  own  Vice)  calls  by  the  name  of  Frailty. 
Impudence  indeed  is  a  very  pretty  Frailty. 

But  (whatever  the  Poets  are  guilty  of)  I  wilh  he  had  as  much  of 
Poetry  in  him,  as  he  has  of  that  Frailty,  for  the  good  of  the  Duke’s 
Theatre  ;  they  might  then  have  hopes  of  gaining  as  much  by  his  good 
Senle,  as  they  have  loft  by  his  Fuftian. 

Thus  much  I  thought  fit  to  lay  in  vindication  of  the  Poets,  though, 
I  think,  he  has  not  Authority  enough  (with  Men  of  Senle)  to  fix  any 
Calumny  upon  the  Tribe,  as.  he  calls  it.  For  which  reafon  1  Ihall  ne¬ 
ver  trouble  my  felt  to  take  notice  of  him  hereafter,  fince  all  Men  of 
Wit  will  think,  that  he  can  do  the  Poets  no  greater  injury,  than  pre¬ 
tending  to  be  one.  Nor  had  1  laid  lb  much  in  anfiver  to  his  coarle 
.railing,  but  to  reprehend  his  Arrogance,  arid  lead  him  to  a  little  bet¬ 
ter  knowledge  of  himlelf  v  nor  does  his  bale  Language  in  his  P  offer  ft 

delerve  a  better  Return. 

'  • 


... 


P  R  O  LOG  U  E. 


OZf  R  Author  fent  me  hither  for  a  Scout , 

To  fpy  what  bloody  Critkks  were  come  out ; 

Thofe  Piccaroons  in  Wit ,  wh 5  infeji  this  Roadt 
And  jnap  loth  Friend  and  Foe  that  come  abroad. 

This  Savage  Par ^  crueller  appear s9 
Than  in  the  Channel  O  fiend  Privateers , 

Tou  in  this  Road ,  or  Sink  or  Plunder  all. 

Remor fiefs  as  a  Storm  on  us  you  fall : 

But  as  a  Merchant ,  when  by  Storms  diflrefd  dy 
Flings  out  his  bulkey  Goods  to  fave  the  re(ly 
Hoping  a  Calm  may  come,  he  keeps  the  left. 

In  this  black  Tempefl  which  dr  us  impends , 

Near  Rocks  and  Quick  f and sy  and  no  Ports  of  Friends , 
Our  Poet  gives  this  over  to  your  Ragey 
The  mo(l  irregular  Play  upon  the  Stage , 

As  wildy  and  as  extravagant  as  tld  Age. 

Now ,  angry  Men ,  to  all  your  Spleens  give  vent ; 

When  all  your  Fury  has  on  this  been  fpent% 

Fife- where you  with  much  worfe  (hall  be  content. 

The  Poet  has  no  hopes  you  ll  be  appeas’d , 

Who  come  on  purpofe  but  to  be  difpleaddy 
Such  corrupt  Judges  fbould  excepted  bey 
Who  can  condemn  before  they  Hear  or  See. 

Nefr  were  fetch  bloody  Critkks  yet  in  fajhion  | 

Tou  Damn  by  abjolute  Predeflination. 

But  why  feo  many  to  ran  One  Man  down  ? 

It  were  a  Mighty  Triumph  when  ybave  done. 

Our  fcarcity  of  Plays  you  fbould  not  blame , 

When  by  foul  poaching  you  deft roy  the  Game. 

Let  him  but  have  fair  play9  and  he  may  then 
Write  himfelf  into  Favour  once  aegn . 

If  after  this  your  Anger  you  ll  reveal7 
To  Csefar  he  muft  make  his  juft  Appeal ; 

There  Mercy  aud  Judgment  e^uaty  do  meet 3 
To  par  don  Fault  s,  and  to  encourage  Wit. 


/ 


The  Pcrfons  Reprefented. 


Don 


John.  /"T*  H  E  Lihertine ;  A  rafh  fearlefs  Mao,  guii« 
'  JL  ty  of  all  Vice. 


Don  Antomo\  His  Two  Friends 
Don  Lopez .  } 

Don  Ottavio.  Brother  to  Maria. 

Jacomo.  Don  Johns  Mari. 

Leonora.  Don  Johns  Miftrifs*  abufed  by  him,  yet  follows 

him  for  Love. 

Maria.  Her  Maid,  abufed  by  Don  John9  and  following 

him  for  Revenge. 

Don  Franc  ifco.  Father  to  Clara  and  FI  avia , 

Fhvia\  His  Daughters.  -  '  | 

Six  Women.  All  Wives  to  Don  John. 

Hermit. 

Two  Gentlemen.  Intended  for  Husbands  to  Clara  and  Flavia. 
Ghofis. 

Shepherds  and  Shepherdess. 

Old  Woman. 

Officer  and  Soldiers. 

Singers ,  Servants ,  Attendants. 


THE 


■  ..  ..  i»V 


( I ) 


THE 


LIBERTINE. 


Act  I. 


EnterDon  John,  Don  Lopes,  Don  Antonio,  Jacomo, 
Don  John’s  Valet. 


Don 

John 


T* 

J 


Hus  far  without  a  bound  we  have  enjoy’d 
Our  profp’rous  pleafures,  which  dull  Fools  call  Sins  ? 
Laugh’d  at  old  feeble  Judges,  and  weak  Laws 
^  And  at  the  fond  fantaftick  thing,  call’d  Confcience, 
Which  ferves  for  nothing  but  to  make  Men  Cowards j 
An  idle  fear  of  future  Mifery  j  * 

And  is  yet  worfe  than  all  that  we  can  fear. 

E>.  Lop  Confcience  made  up  of  dark  and  horrid  Thoughts, 

Rais’d  from  the  Fumes  of  a  diftemper’d  Spleen. 

D.  Anto.  A  fenflefs  Fear,  would  make  us  contradict 
The  only  certain  Guide,  Infallible  Nature  j 
And  at  the  call  of  Melancholy  Fools, 

(Who  ftile  all  Actions  which  they  like  not,  Sins) 

To  ftlence  all  our  Natural  Appetites. 

D.  John.  Yet  thofe  confcientious  Fools,  that  would  perfuade  us 
To  lknow  not  what,  which  they  call  Piety, 

Have  in  referve  private  delicious  Sins, 

Great  as  the  happy  Libertine  enjoys. 

With  which,  in  corners,  wantonly  they  roul. 

JD.  Lop  Don  John,  thou  art  our  Oracle  j  thou  haft 
Difpell’d  the  Fumes  which  once  clouded  our  Brains.  . 

D.  Anto .  By  thee,  we  have  got  loofe  from  Education, 

And  the  dull  flavery  of  Pupillage, 

Recover’d  all  the  liberty  of  Nature, 

Our  own  ftrong  Reafon  now  can  go  alone, 

Without  the  feeble  props  of  Spleenatick  Fools, 

Who  contradift  our  common  Mother,  Nature. 

p<  John .  Nature  gave  us  our  Senfes,  which  we  pleaie : 


Nor 


Now  does  ourReafon  war  againfl  our  Senie. 

By  Natures  Order,  Sente  fhould  guide  our  Reafbn, 

Since  to  the  Mind  all  Objects  Senie  conveys. 

But  Fools  for  Shadows  lofe  fubftantial  Pleafures, 

For  idle  Tales  abandon  true  Delight, 

And  lolid  Joys  of  Days,  for  empty  Dreams  at  Night. 

Away,  thou  foolifh  thing,  thou  chollick  of  the  Mind, 

Thou  Worm  by  ill-digefling  Stomachs  bred  r 
In  fpight  of  thee,  we’ll  forfeit  in  Delights, 

And  never  think  ought  can  be  ill  that’s  pleafant. 

J acom.  A  moil  excellent  Sermon,  and  no  doubt  Gentlemen,  you  have 
edifi’d  much  by  it. 

D.  John.  Away  !  thou  formal  phlegmatick  Coxcomb,  thou 
Hah  neither  Courage,  nor  yet  Wit  enough 
To  fin  thus.  Thou  art  my  dull  conicientious  Pimp.. 

And  when  I  am  wanton  with  my  Whore  within, 

Thou,  with  thy  Beads  and  Pray’r-Book  keep’ll  the  Door. 

Jacom.  Sir,  I  find  your  Worfhip  is  no  more  afraid  to  be  Damn’d,  than 
other  fafoionable  Gentlemen  of  the  Age  :  But,  me  thinks,  Halters  and 
Axes  fhould  terrifie  you.  With  reverence  to  your  Worships,  I’ve  feen 
civiller  Men  hang’d,  and  Men  of  as  pretty  parts  too.  There’s  Icarce  a 
City  in  Spain  but  is  too  hot  for  you,  you  have  committed  luch  Outrages 
where foe’r  you  come.  : 

D.  Lop.  Come,  for  diverfion,  pray  let’s  hear  your  Fool  preach  a 
little. 

Jaco.  For  my  part,  I  cannot  but  be  troubled,  that  I  fhall  lofe  my  Ho¬ 
nour  by  you,  Sir  ,  for  People  will  be  apt  to  lay.  Like  Mafier ,  Like  Man* 

D.  John .  Your  Honour,  Ralcal,  a  Sow-gelder  may  better  pretend 
to  it. 

Jacom.  But  I  have  another  fcruple,  Sir. 

L.  John.  What’s  that  ? 

Jacom.  I  fear  I  fhall  be  hang’d  in  your  company. 

JD.  John.  That’s  an  honour  you  will  ne’r  have  courage  to  delerve. 

Jacom.  It  is  an  Honour  I  am  not  ambitious  of. 


D.  Lop.  Why  does  the  Fool  talk  of  hanging  ?  We  fcorn  all  Laws. 
Jacom.  It  leems  fo,  or  you  would  not  have  cut  your  elder  Brother’; 
Throat,  Lon  Lopez.. 

D.  Lop.  Why,  you  Coxcomb,  he  kept  a  good  Eflate  from  me,  anc 
I  could  not  Whore  and  Revel  fufficiently  without  it. 

L.  Ante.  Look  you,  Jacomo ,  Had  he  not  reafon  ? 

Jacom.  Yes,  Antonio ,  io  had  you  to  get  both  your  Sillers  with  Child 
’twas  very  civil,  I  take  it. 

L.  Anto .  Yes,  you  fool,  they  were  lufly  young  hand  fbme  Wenches 
and  pleas’d  my  Appetite,  Befides,  I  lav’d  the  Honour  of  the  Famil} 
by  it  j  for  it  1  had  not,  tome  body  elle  would. 

Jacom.  O  horrid  viilany  ) 

But  you  are. both  Saints  to  my  hopeful  Mafier , 


mmmPmm  <  t . 

i’ll  turn  him  loofe  to  Belzebub  himfelf. 

He  fhal!  out  do  him  at  his  own  weapons. 

D.  John,  I,  you  Raical. 

J acorn.  Oh  no.  Sir,  you  are  as  innocent.  To  caufe  your  good  o’l 
Father  to  be  kill'd  was  nothing. 

D.  John.  It  was  fbmething,  and  a  good  thing  too,  Sirrah:  His  whole 
defign  was  to  debar  me  of  my  pleaiiires  :  He  kept  his  Purfe  from  me 
and  could  not  be  content  with  that,  but  ftill  would  preach  his  ienflelj 
Morals  to  me,  his  old  dull  foolifh  Ruff  againft  my  pleafure.  *  I  caus’d 
him  to  be  lent  1  know  not  whither.  But  he  believ’d  he  was  to  go  to 
Heaven  }  I  care  not  where  he  is,  fince  I  am  rid  of  him, 
of  you.  v . 

Jacom.  Cutting  his  Throat  was  a  very  good  return  for  his  begetting 

D.  John.  That  was  before  he  was  aware  o n’t,  ’twas  for  his  own  Hike, 
he  ne’r  thought  of  me  in  the  bulinels. 

Jacom.  Heav’n  blefs  us  ! 


D.  John.  You  Dog,  I  ihall  beat  out  your  Brains,  if  you  dare  be  fb 
impudent  as  to  Pray  in  my  company. 

Jacom.  Good  Sir,  I  have  done,  I  have  done- — — 

D.  Lop.  Prethee  let  the  infipid  Fool  go  on. 

D.  Anto .  Let’s  hear  the  Coxcomb  number  up  your  Crimes, 

The  patterns  we  intend  to  imitate. 

Jacom.  Sir,  let  me  lay  your  horrid  Crimes  before  you  ; 

The  unhappy  Minute  may  perhaps  arrive. 

When  the  lenfe  of ’em  may  make  you  penitent. 

JD.  Anto.  ’Twere  better  thou  wer’t  hang’d. 

D.  Lop  '.  Repent !  Cowards  and  Fools  do  that. 

JD.  John.  Your  valiant  well-bred  Gentlemen  never  repent : 

But  what  Should  I  repent  cf  ? 

Jacom.  After  the  Murther  of  your  Father,  the  brave  Don  Pedro ,  Go- 
vernourof  Sevil,  for  whom  the  Town  are  ftill  in  griefj  was,  in  his  own 
Houle,  b'arb’rouily  kill’d  by  you. 

D.  John.  Barbarouily,  you  lie,  you  Raical,  ’was  finely  dene^  I  run  him 
through  the  Lungs  as  handfomely,  and  kill'd  him  as  decently,  and  as 
like  a  Gentleman  as  could  be.  The  jealour  Coxcomb  delerv’d  death, 
he  kept  his  Sifter  from  me  }  her  Eyes  would  have  kill’d  me  if  I  had  not 
enjoy’d  her,  which  I  could  not  do  without  killing  him  :  Befides,  I  was 
alone,  and  kill’d  him  Hand  to  Fifr. 

Jacom.  I  never  new  you  go  to  Church  but  to  take  Sanfluary  for  a 
Murder,  or  to  rob  Churches  of  their  Plate.  j 

D.  John.  Heav’n  needs  not  be  ferv’d  in  Plate,  but  I  had  ule  on’t. 

Jacom.  How  often  have  you  fcal’d  the  Walls  of  Monasteries  ?  Two 
Nuns,  I  know,  you  raviih’d,  and  a  Third  you  dangerously  wounded 
for  her  violent  refinance. 

D.  John.  The  perverle  Jades  were  uncivil,  and  deferv’d  fuch  ufage. 

Jacom.  Some  Thirty  Murders,  Rapes  innumerable,  frequent  Sacrilege, 
Parricide  }  in  ihort,  not  one  in  all  the  Catalogue  of  Sins  have  lea  pul  you. 

B  2  D.  John. 


V.  John.  My  bus’nefs  is  my  plealure,  that  end  I  will  always  compalsj 
without  fcrupling  the  means  there  is  no  right  or  wrong,  but  what  con¬ 
duces  to,  or  hinders  plealure.  But,  you  tedious  inlipid  Rafcal,  if  I  hear 
more  of  your  Morality,  I  will  Carbanado  you. 

JD.  Anto.  We  live  the  life  of  Senfe,  which  no  fantaftick  thing,  call’d. 
Realon,  fhall  controul. 

JD.  Lop.  My  Realon  tells  me,  I  mull:  pleale  my  Senfe. 

ID.  John.  My  Appetites  are  all  I’m  lure  I  have  from  Heav’n,  fince 
they  are  Natural,  and  them  I  always  will  obey. 

jacom.  I  doubt  it  not.  Sir,  therefore  I  defire  to  fhake  hands  and 
part. 

D.  John.  D’ye  hear,  Dog,  talk  once  more  of  parting,  and  I  will  law 
your  Wind-pipe.  I  could  find  in  my  heart  to  cut  your  Ralcals  Nofe  off, 
and  fave  the  Pox  a  lobour  :  I’ll  do’t,  Sirrah,  have  at  you. 

Jacom .  Good  Sir,  be  not  fo  traniported }  I  will  live,  Sir,  and  will 
lerve  you  in  any  thing  }  I’ll  fetch  a  Wench,  or  any  thing  in  the  World, 
Sir.  O  how  I  tremble  at  this  Tyrants  rage.  [ \afide. 

JD.  Anto.  Come,  ’tis  Night,  we  lole  time  to  our  Adventures. 

J).  Lop.  1  have  belpoke  Mulick  for  our  Serenading. 

I).  John.  Let’s  on,  and  live  the  Noble  life  of  Senle. 

To  all  the  powers  of  Love  and  mighty  Luff, 

In  Ipight  of  formal  Fops  I  will  be  juft. 

What  ways  fbe’re  conduce  to  my  delight, 

My  Senfe  inftrufts  me,  I  muff  think  ’em  right. 

On,  on  my  Soul,  and  make  no  ftop  in  pleafure, 

They’r  dull  infipicl  Fools  that  live  by  mealure. 

[Exeunt  all  hut  jacomo. 

Jacom.  What  will  become  of  me  ?  if  1  Ihould  leave  him,  he’s  lb  re¬ 
vengeful,  he  would  Travel  o’re  all  Spain  to  find  me  out,  and  cut  my; 
Throat.  I  cannot  live  long  with  him  neither :  I  fhall  be  hang’d,  or 
knockt  o’th’  Head,  or  lhare  lome  dreadful  Fate  or  other  with  him.  ’Tis 
between  him  and  me,  as  between  the  Devil  and  the  Witch,  who  re¬ 
pents  her  Bargain,  and  would  be  free  from  future  ills,  but  for  the  fear  of 
prelent  durft  not  venture. 

Enter  Leonora. 

Here  comes  Leonora,  one  of  thole  multitudes  of  Ladies,  he  was  Sworn, 
Ly’d  to,  and  betray’d. 

Leon.  Jacomo ,  where  is  Don  John  ?  I  could  not  live  to  endure  a  longer 
ab  fence  from  him.  I  have  ligh’d  and  wept  my  lelf away  :  I  move,  but 
have  no  life  left  in  me.  His  coldneii  and  his  abfence  have  given  me 
fearful  and  killing  apprehenfions.  Where  is  my  Dear  ? 

Jacom.  Your  Dear,  Madam  1  He’s  yours  ne  more. 

Leon.  Heav’n  !  What  do  I  hear  ?  Speak,  is  he  dead  ? 

Jacom.  To  you  he  is. 

Leon.  Ah  me,  has  he  forgot  his  Vows  and  Oaths  ? 

Has  he  no  Confcience,  Faith,  or  Honour  left  ? 


Jacom . 


Jacom.  Left  Madam,  he  ne’r  had  any.' 

Leon.  It  is  impoflible,  you  fpeak  this  out  ofMalice,  lure. 

Jacom.  There’s  no  Man  knows  him  better  than  I  do. 

I  have  a  greater  relpeft  for  you,  than  for  any  he  has  betray’d,  and  will 
undeceive  you  :  He  is  the  moft  perfidious  Wretch  alive. 

Leon.  Has  he  forgot  the  Sacred  Contract,  which  was  made  privately 
betwixt  us,  and  confirm’d  before  the  Altar,  during  the  time  of  Holy 
Mafs  ? 

J acorn .  All  times  and  places  are  alike  to  him. 

Leon .  Oh  how  afliduous  was  he  in  his  paflion  !  How  many  thoufand 
Vows  and  Sighs  he  breath’d  !  What  Tears  he  wept,  feeming  to  liifFer 
all  the  cruel  pangs  which  Lovers  e’re  endur’d  !  How  eloquent  were  all 
his  Words  aud  Actions  ! 

Jacom.  His  Perfon  and  his  Parts  are  excellent,  but  his  bale  Vices  are 
beyond  all  meafure ,  Why  would  you  believe  him  ? 

Leon.  My  own  love  brib’d  me  to  believe  him  :  I  law  the  Man  I  lov’d 
more  than  the  World.  Oft  on  his  Knees,  with  his  Eyes  up  to  Heav’n, 
Lifting  my  Hand  with  fuch  an  amorous  heat, and  with  luch  ardor, breath¬ 
ing  fervent  vows  of  Loyal  Love,  and  venting  fad  complaints  of  extreme 
bufferings.  I  poor  eafie  Soul,  flattering  my  felf  to  think  he  meant  as  I 
did,  loft  all  my  Sexes  Faculty,  Diffembling  }  andinaMonthmuftI.be' 
thus  betray’d  ? 

Jacom.  Poor  Lady !  I  cannot  but  have  Bowels  for  you :  your  fad 
Narration  makes  me  weep  in  fadnefs :  But  you  are  better  us’d  than 
ethers.  I  ne’r  knew  him  conftant  a  Fortnight  before .- 

Leon.  Then,  then  he.prdmis’cfhe  would  Marry  me. 

Jacom.  If  he  were  to  live  here  one  Month  longer,  he  wou’d  Marry 
half  the  Town,  ugly  and  handfome,  old  and  young  :  Nothing  that’s 
Female  comes  amifs  to  him— 

Leon.  Does  he  not  fear  a  Thunderbolt  from  Heav’n  ? 

Jacom.  No,  nor  a  Devil  from  Hell.  He  owns  no  Deity  but  his  vo¬ 
luptuous  Appetite, whole  fatisfa&ion  he  will  compafs  by  Murders,Rapesi, 
Treafons,  or  ought  elle.  But  pray  let  me  ask  you  one  civil  queftion  j 
Did  you  not  give  him  earneft  of  your  Body,  Madam, 

Leon.  Mock  not  my  Mifery. 

Oh  !  that  confounds  me.  Ah  !  I  thought  him  true,  and  lov’d  him  f by 
I  could  deny  him  nothing. 

Jacom.  Why,  there  ’tis  \  I  fear  you  have,  or  elfe  he  wou’d  have  Mar¬ 
ried  you  :  He  has  Married  Six  within  this  Month,  and  promis’d  Fifteen 
more,  all  whom  he  has  enjoy’d,  and  left,  and  is  this  night  gone  on  fome 
new  adventurey  fome  Rape,  or  Murder,  fome  luch  petty  thing. 

Leon.  Oh  Monfter  of  Impiety  ! 

Oh  falfe  Don  John !  Wonder  of  Cruelty  !  f Shefivoons. 

Jacom.  What  a  pox  does  fhe  fwoon  at  the  news !  Alas !  poor  Soul, 
fhe  has  mov’d  me  sow  to  Pity,  as  fhe  did  to  Love.  Ha  !  the  place  is 
private— -If  I  fhould  makeufe  of  a  Natural  Receipt  to  refrefh  her, 
and  bring  her  to  life  again,  ’twould  be  a  great  plealure  to  Ine,  and  no 

trouble 


V  w  J 

trouble  to  her.  Hum !  ’tis  very  private,  and  I  dare  fin  in  private.  A 

deuce  take  her,  Hie  revives,  and  prevents  me. 

Leon.  Where  is  the  cruel  Tyrant !  Inhumane  Monfter !  but  I  will 
ftrive  to  fortifie  my  felf.  But  Oh  my  misfortune  !  Oh  my  milery !  Un¬ 
der  what  ft  range  Enchantments  am  1  bound?  Could  he  be  yet  a  thou- 
iand  times  more  impious,  1  could  not  chule  but  love  his  Perlon  Hill. 

Jacom .  Be  not  fopailionate  *,  if  you  could  be  difqreet,  and  love  your 
felf,  I’de  put  you  in  a  way  to  eafe  your  Grief  now,  and  all  your  Cares 
hereafter.' 

Leon.  If  you  can  now  eale  an  affli&ed  Woman,  who  elfe  muft  fhortly 
rjd  her  felf  of  Life,  imploy  your  Charity  :  ’twas  never  plac’d  yet  on  a 
Wretch  needed  it  more  than  I. 

Jacom .  If  Loyalty  in  a  Lover  be  a  Jewel !  lay  no  more,  I  can  tell  you 
where  you  may  have  it—— 

Leon.  Speak  not  of  Truth  in  Man,  it  is  impoflible. 

Jacom.  Pardon  me,  1  fpeak  on  my  own  knowledge. 

Leon.  Is  your  Mafter  true  then  ?  and  have  you  happily  deceiv’d  me  ? 
Speak. 

Jacom.  As  true  as  all  the  power  of  Hell  can  make  him. 

Leon.  If  he  be  falle,  let  ail  the  World  be  io. 

Jacom.  There’s  another-guefs  Man  than  he,  Madam. 

Leon.  Another  1  Who  can  that  be  ? 

No,  no,  there’s  no  Truth  found  in  the  Sex.  [afide. 

Jacom.  He  is  a  civil  virtuous  and  dilcreet  fober  perlon. 

Leon.  Can  there  be  fuch  a  Man  ?  What  does  he  mean  ? 

Jacom .  There  is,  Madam,  a  Man  of  goodly  Prefence  toe—— 
Something  inclining  to  be  fat,  of  a  round  plump  Face,  with  quick  and 

iparkling  Eyes,  and  Mouth  of  cheerful  overture - 

His  Nofe,  which  is  the  only  fault,  is  fomewhat  fhort,  but  that’s  no  mat¬ 
ter  \  his  Hair  and  Eye-brows  black,  and  fo  forth. 

Leon.  How,  he  may  perhaps  be  brib’d  by  fome  other  Man,  and  what 
he  laid  of  his  Mailer  may  be  falle. 

-  Jacom.,  How  She  lurveys  me  !  Fa-la-la.  [ Sings  and  firuts  about . 

Leon.  Who  is  this  you  fpeak  of? 

Jacom.  A  Man,’ who,  Envy  mull  confels,  has  excellent  parts,  but  thole 

are  Gilts,  Gifts— — meer  Gifts - Thanks  be  to  Heav’n  for  them. 

Leon.  But  fhall  I  never  know  his  Name  ? 

Jacom.  He’s  one,  whom  many  Ladies  have  Honour’d  with  their  Af¬ 
fection,  but  no  more  of  that.  They  have  met^difdain,  and,  fo  forth. 
But  he’ll  be  content  to  Marry  you.  Fa-la-la-la.  [.Sings. 

Leon.  Again  I  ask  you  who  he  is  ?  f 

Jacom.  Lord,  how  inapprehenfive  Ihe  is  ?  Can  you  not  guefs  ? 

Leon.  No. 

.  Jacom.  Your  humble  Servant,  Madam. 

Leon.  Yours,  Sir. 

Jacom.  It  is  my  Self  in  perlon  ^  and  upon  my  Honour,  I  will  be  true 
and  couflant  to  you. 


Leon. 


Leon.  Inlolent  Variet !  Am  I  fal’n  fo  low  to  thy  from  ? 

Jkcom.  Scorn  !  As  I  am  a  Chriftian  Soul  I  am  in  earneft. 

Leon.  Audacious  Viliam  !  Impudence  it  lei f! 

Jacont.  'Ah,  Madam  !  your  Servant,  your  true  Lover  muff  endure  a 
thouland  fuch  bobs  from  his  Miftrefs  j  l  ean  bear,  Madam,  I  can. 

Leon .  Becaule  thy  Maher  has  betray’d  me,  ara  1  become  lb  infamous? 

Ja.com.  ’Tis  fomething  hard,  Madam,  to  pre-lerve  a  good  reputation 
in  his  company  ^  I  can  Icarce  do’t  my  leif 

Leon .  Am  I  io  miferable  to  defeend  to  his  Man  ? 

Jacom.  Defeend,  fay  you  :  Ha,  ha,  ha ! 

Leon.  Now  I  perceive  all’s  falle  which  you  have  laid  of  him.  Fare* 
wel,  you  bale  irigratefyl  Fellow. 

Jacom .  Hold,  Madam,  come  in  the  Morning  and  I  will  place  you  in 
the  next  room,  where  you  fhall  over  hear  our  Dilcourle.  You’ll  loon 
dilcover  the  miffake,  and  find  who  ’tis  that  loves  you.  Retire,  Madam, 

I  hear  fome  body  coming.  ’  [Exeunt  Jacomo,  Leonora., 

Enter  Don  John  in  the  Street « 

D.  John.  Let  me  lee,  here  lives  a  Lady :  l  have  feen  Don  Octavio 
haunting  about  this  Houle,  and  making  private  figns  to  her.  I  never 
law  her  Face,  but  am  relolv’d  to  enjoy  her,  becaule  he  likes  her  be- 
fides,  Ihe’s  another  Woman.. 

Enter  Antonio* 

Antonio^  Welcome  to  our  place  of  Rendezvous.  Well,  what  Game  l 
what  Adventure  !  ;  > 

Enter  Lopez. 

Come  dear  Lopez.. 

Anto.  I  have  had  a  rare  Adventure. 

Lop.  What,  dear  Antonio  ?, 

Anto.  I  law  at  a  V'illa  not  far  off,  a  grave  mighty  bearded  Fool,  drink¬ 
ing  Lcomanado  with  his  Miff  rels  j  I  miflik’d  his  Face,  pluck’d  him  by  the 
Whiskers,  pull’d  all  one  fide  of  his  Beard  off,  fought  with  him,  run  him 
through  the  Thigh,  carry’d  away  his  -Miftrefs,  lerv’d  her  in  her  kind, 
and  then  let  her  go. 

D.  John .  Gallantly  perform’d,  like  a  brave  Soldier  in  an  Enemies 
Country  :  When  they  will  not  pay  Contribution,  you  fight  for  Forage. 

D.  Lop .  Pox  oii’t  I  have  been  damnably  unfortunate  j  I  have  neither 
heat  Man,  nor  lain  with  Woman  to  night,  but  fal’n  in  love  moft  furi- 
oully  :  I  dogg’d  my  new  Miftrifs  to  her  Lodging  \  fhe’s  Don  Barnardo’s 
Siffer,  and  fhall  be  my  Punk.  >  ‘  . 

.  D.  John.  I  could  meet  with  no  willing  Dame,  but  was  fain  to  commit 
a.  Rape  to  pals  away  the  time.. 

,  D.  Anto.  Oh  !  a  Rape  is  the  joy  of  my  heart ;  I  love  a  Rape,  upon 
1  my  Cl  avis,  exceedingly* 


t-n  . 


p.  John.  But  mine,  my  Lads,  was  fuch  a  Rape,  it  ought  to  be  Regi¬ 
ll  red  j  a  Noble  and  Heroick  Rape. 

P.  Lop.  Ah  !  dear  Don  John ! 

D.  Anto .  How  was  it  ? 

P.  John.  ’T was  in  a  Church,  Boys. 

P.  Anto.  Ah  !  Gallant  Leader  ! 

P.  Lop.  Renown’d  Don  John  ! 

p.  Anto.  Come,  let’s  retire,  you  have  done  enough  for  once. 

P.  John.  Not  yet,  Antonio ,  I  have  an  Intrigue  here. 

Enter  Fidlers . 

Here  are  my  Fidlers.  Rank  your  lelves  dole  under  this  Window,  and 
fmg  the  Song  I  prepar’d. 

S  O  N  G. 


THoujoy  of  all  Hettrts,  and  delight  of  all  Eyes , 

Nature's  chief  Treafure,  and  Beauty's  chief  Priz.e2 
Look  down9,.. you'll  difcover, 

Here's  a  faithful  young  vigorous  Lover  \ 

With  a  Heart  full  as  true , 

As  e're  languish'd  for  you  j 
Here's  a  faithful  young  vigor ow  Lover , 

The  Heart  that  was  once  a  Monarch  in's  Breajl, 

Is  novo  your  poor  Captive ,  and  can  ha  ve  no  reft  } 

'7  will  never  give  over , 

But  about  your  fweet  Bofom  will  hover. 

Dear  Mifs ,  let  it  in , 

By  Heav'n  'tis  no  Sin  j 

Here's  a  faithful  young  vigorous  vigorous  Lover. 

P.  John.  Now  Fidlers  be  gone. 

[ Window  opens ,  Maria  looks  out9  and  fiings  a  Taper  down. 
Mar.  Retire,  My  dear  Ottavio  }  read  that  Note.  Adieu. 

Exit  Mar.' 

P.  John.  Good,  Ihe  takes  me  for  Ottavio.  I  warrant  you,  Boys  I  lhall 
fiicceed  in  this  adventure.  Now  my  falle  Light  ailiffc  me. 

[Reads  by  a  dark  Lanthorn . 


Reads. 


{ 


Go  from  this  Window ,  within  Eight  Minutes  you  fhaU  be  admit - 
ted  to  the  Garden  Door .  You  know  the  Sign. 


Ha  !  the  Sign,  Gad  Ihe  lies,  I  know  not  the  Sign. 

P.  Anto.  What  will  you  do  ?  you  know  not  the  Sign.  Let’s  away,  and 
be  contented  this  night. 


D.  John .  My  Friends,  if  you  love  me,  retire.  Hi  Venture,  though 
Thunderbolts  fhould  fall  upon  my  Head, 
fv  D.  Lop.  Are  you  Mad  ?  As  loon  as  Ihe  dilcovers  the  Deceit,  fne’ll 
raile  the  Houle  upon  you,  and  you’ll  be  Murder’d. 

D.  John.  Slie’ll  not  raile  the  Houle  for  her  own  lake,  but  rather 
grant  me  all  I  ask  to  keep  her  Couplet. 

D.  Anto .  ’Tis  very  dangerous :  Be  careful  of  your  lelf 
D.  John.  The  more  danger  the  more  delight :  I  hate  the  common 
road  of  Plealiire.  What !  Can  I  fear  at  liich  a  time  as  this  !  The  cow- 

trdly  Deer  are  valiant  in  their  Rutting  time.  I  fay.  Be  gone--'— . 

V.  Anto.  We’ll  not  dilpute  your  Commands.  Good  luck  to  you. 

XJExeunt  Antonio,  Lopez. 
V.  John .  How  lhall  I  know  this  devililh  Sign  ? 

Enter  O&avio  with  Eidlers ,  and  fiands  under  Maria’s  Window. 

Ha !  Whom  have  we  here  ?  Some  Serenading  Coxcomb.  Now  fhall  we 
have  lome  damn’d  Song  or  other,  a  Cloris ,  or  a  Fhilis  at  dealt. 

SONG. 

Cloris.  When  you  difperfe  your  Influence, 

Tour  dazJLing  Beams  are  quick  and  clear, 

Toufo  furpriz,e  and  wound  the  Senfe , 

So  bright  a  Miracle  appear. 

Admiring  Mortals  you  aflonifh  fo. 

No  other  Deity  they  know, 

%  But  think  that  all  Divinity’s  below  •  ■■■—■» 

One  charming  Look  from  your  illuflrious  Face , 

Were  able  to  fubdue  Mankind, 

So  fweet,  fo  powerful  a  Grace 
Makes  all  Men  Lovers  but  the  blind : 

Nor  can  thy  freedom  by  re flflance  gain, 

For  each  embraces  the  foft  Chain , 

And  never  firuggles  with  the  pleafant  pain. 

Oft  a.  -Be  gone  !  Be  gone  1  The  Window  opens. 

D.  John.  ’Sdeath  !  This  is  OFtavio.  I  mult  dilpatch  hmtj  Or  he’ll  Ipoil 
all  j  but  1  would  fain  hear  the  Sign  frit. 

Mar.  What  ftarnge  miltake  is  this?  Sure  he  did  not  receive  my  Note, 
and  then  1  am  ruin’d  !  •  ^ 

08a.  She  expetts  the  Sign.  Where’s  my  Whittle  ?  O  here. 

.  ■  _  iWhifiUs: 

D.  John •  I  have  found  it,  that  mult  be  the  Sign— — • 

Mar.  I  dare  not  lpea]c  aloud,  go  to  the  Garden  Door. 
fDon  John  rufhes  upon  Octavio,  and  fnatches  the  W  hi  file  out  of  his  hand. 

c  oiu. 
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t)ttd.  ’Sdeath,  What  Ruffian’s  this  ? 

J>.  Joh.  One  that  will  be  lure  to  cut  your  Throat. 

Otta.  Make  not  a  promife  to  your  lelf  of  what  you  can’t  perform^ * 
.  .  [Fight. 

X>.  Joh.  I  warrant  you.  Have  at  you 

Mar.  O  Heav’n  !  Ottavio's  Fighting.  Oh  my  Heart ! 

Otta.  Oh  !  I  am  11a in.'  - -  [ [Falls . 

D.  Joh.  1  knew  I  fhoujd  be  as  good  as  my  word,  f  think  you  have 

at,  Sir— Ha  ! - he’s  dying  .--Now  for  the  Lady - I’ll  draw  him 

farther  off,  that  his  groans  may  not  diffurb  our  pleafure  — .Stay - . 

by  your  leave,  Sir,  I’ll  change  Hat  and  Cloitk  with  you,  it  may  help  me 
in  my  defign.  ! 

Otta.  O  barbarous  Villain  !  [Dies. 

Mar.  They  have  done  fighting,  and  I  hear  no  noife.  Oh  unfortunate 
Woman  !  My  dear  Ottavio’s  kill’d—— 

Flora.  Perhaps,  Madam,  he  has  kill’d  the  other.  I’ll  down  to  the 
Garden  Door  j  if  lie  be  well,  he’ll  come  thither,  as  well  to  latisfie  his 
appointment,  as  to  take  refuge.-  Your  Brother’s  fafe,  he  may  come  in 
lecurely - -  ,  [  Ex.  to  the  Door . 

Mar.  Hafte  !  Hafle  !  Fly  !  Fly  !  Oh  Ottavio  I’ll  follow  her. 

[She  follows- 

D.  Joh.  Now  for  the  Garden  Door.  This  Whiffle  will  do  me  excel¬ 
lent  Service.  Now  good  luck -  [Goes  to  the  Door  and  Whifiles- 

Flo.  Ottavio  ? 

D.  'Joh.  The  fame. 

Flo.  Heav’n  be  prais’d,  my  Lady  thought  you  had  been  kill’d. 

D.  Joh.  I  am  unhurt :  Let’s  quickly  to  her. 

Flo.  Oh  !  She’ll  be  overjoy’d  to  fee  you  alive. 

D.  Joh.'  I’ll  make  her  more  over-joy’d  before  I  have  done  witnher. 
This  is  a  rare  Adventure  ! 


Enter  Maria  at  the  Door. 

Flor.  Here’s  your  Jewel,  Madam,  fpeak  loftly. 

Mar.  Oh  my  dear  Ottavio  !  have  I  got  you  within  thefe  Arms  ? 

D..  Joh.  Ay,  my  Dear,  unpierc’d  by  any  thing  but  by  your  .Eyes. 
Mar.  Thofe  will  do  you  no  hurt.  But  are  you  lure  you  are  not 
wounded  ? 

D.  Joh.  I  am.  Let  me  embrace  my  pretty  Dear  and  yet  fire  may  be  a 

Blackamore  for  ought  I  know - ^  ^ 

Mar.  We’ll  retire  to  my  Chamber.  Flora,  go  out,  and  prepare  us  a 
Collation.  •'  * 

D.  Joh .  O  admirable  Adventure  !  Come,  my  Delight.  [Exeunt. 


Enter  Don  Lopez,  Antonio,  Jacomo. 

Jac.  Where’s  ipy  pious  Maffer  ?  • 

P‘  Mato.  We  left  him  hereabouts.  I  wonder  what  he  has  done  in  his 
Adventure  i  I  believe  he  has  had  Ibme.  buffle. 


* 
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D.  Lop.  I  thought  I  heard  fighting  hereabout.' 

Jac.  Gad  forgive  me  !  fighting  !  where  !  where 
D.  Ant.  O  thou  incorrigible  Coward  ! 

D.  Lop.  See,  here’s  fome  of  his  handy-work ;  here’s  a  Man  kifid. 
Jac.  Another  Murder.  Heav’n,  what  will  become  of  me  ?  1  ihalj 
be  hangd,  yet  dare  not  run  away  from  him. 


Enter  an  Officer  with  a  Guard ,  going  the  Round . 


Officer.  Stand  !  who  are  there  ? 

D.  Lop.  We  do  ftand,  Rafcal,  we  never  uf£  to  run. . 

Jac.  Now  fhall  I  be  taken  hang’d  for  my  Malle’s  Murder. 

[ ‘Offers  to  run. 

D.  Ant.  Stand,  you  Dog  !  offer  once  more  to  run,  and' I’ll  put  Bilboa 
in  your  guts.  , 

Jac.  Gad  fqrgive  me  !  what  will  become  of  me  ? 

Officer.  What’s  here  ?  a  Man  murder’d?  yield,  you  are  my  prifoners. 

Jac.  With  all  my  heart !  but  as  I  hope  to  be  laved,  we  did  not  kill 
him  Sir, 

Officer.  Thefe  mull  be  the  Murderers,  difarm  ’em. 

JD.  Ant.  How  now,  Rafcal!  difarm  us ! 

jD.  Lop.  We  are  not  us’d  to  part  with  our  S  words. 

*  Jac.  I  care  not  a  Farthing  for  my  Sword,  ’tis  at  your  Serviced 

D.  Ant.  Do  you  hear,  Rafcal  \  keep  it,  and  fight  0  or  ill  frv  ear  thsi 
Murder  againfir  you. 

JD.  Lop.  Offer  to  flinch,  and  I’ll  run  you  through.  . 

Offic.  Take  their  Swords,  or  knock  ’em  down. 

.[They  fight.  Jacomo  offers  to  run7 
fome  of  the  Guards  flop  him. 

Jac.  A  pox  On’t,  I  had  as  good  fight  and  die,  as  be  taken  and  be  . 
hang’d.  [Guards  are  beaten  off. 

D.  Lop.  Are  you  gone,  you  Dogs?  I  have  pinck’d  fome  of  you. 

Jac.  Ah  Rogues  !  Villains  !  I  have  met  with  you. 

D.  Ant.  O  brave  Jacomo !  you  fought  like  an  imprifbifd  Rat :  The 
Rouge  had  conceal’d  Courage,  and  did  not  know  it. 

Jac.  O  Cowards  !  Raicals !  a  man  can  get  no  honour  by  fighting  witli 
fiich  Poletroons !  but  for  all  that,  I  will  prudently  withdraw,  this  place 
will  fuddenly  be  too  hot  for  us. 

D.  Lop.  Once  in  your  Life  you  are  in  the  right  Jacomo. 

Jac.  O  good  Sir,  there  is  as  much  to  be  aferibed  to  Conducl,  as  to 
Courage,  laffure  you.  ,  [Exeunt. 


Enter  Don  John  and  Maria  in  her  Chamber. 


Mar.  Speak  foftly,  my  Dear  ,  fhould  my  Brother  hear  us,  we  are 
ruin’d. 

D.  Job.  Though  I  can  fcarce  contain  my  joy,  I  will.  O  file’s  a  rare 
Creature  in  the  dark,  pray  Heav’n  fhe  be  lo  in  the  light. 


Eritc r 


Enter  Flora  with  a  Candle  ;  as  foon  at  they  dif cover 
Don  John,  they  Jhreike  out. 

'Mar-  O  Heaven !  I  am  ruin’d  and  betrayed. 
flo-  He  has  Ottavio' s  clothes  on. 

Mar.  O  he  has  murder’d  him.  My  Brother  lhall  revenge  it. 
T>:  Joh.  I  will  cut  his  throat  if  he  offers  it. 


Nar.  l>'jfj1*eves  j  Murder  !  Murder  !  Thieves 
Flo -  j  «  .  . ' 

J).  Joh.  I  will  flop  your  ihrill  wind-pipes. 


Enter  Maria’s  Brother,  with  his  Sword  drawn.  '■ 

4b  %  \  -M  ‘ 

Froth.  ’Sdeath !  a  man  in  my  Sifter’s  Chamber  ! 

Have  at  you.  Villain.  •  '  * 

X>.  Joh.  Come  on,  Villain.  fDon  John  kills  the  Brother. 

Flo.  Murder !  Murder !  I 

Mar.  O  Villain,  thou  haft  kill’d  my  Brother,  and  difhonour’d  me. 


Enter  five  or  fix  Servants,  with  drawn  Swords.  _ 

O  your  Matter’s  murdered  ! 

E).  Joh.  So  many  oFyou  *,  ’tis  no  matter :  Your  Heroes  in  Plays  beat, 
five  times  as  many.  Have  at  you,  Rogues. 

[Maria  runs  away  Jhrieking ,  and  Don  John 
beats  the  Servants  off,  and  flops  Flora. 
Now  give  me  the  Key  of the  Garden,  or  I’ll  murder  thee. 

Flo.  Murder  !  Murder !  There,  take  it - -  f She  runs  away 

J).  Joh.  So,  thus  far  it  is  well }  this  was  a  brave  adventure. 

’Mongft  all  the  Joys  which  in  the  World  are  fought, 

None  are  fo  great  as  thole  by  dangers  bought.  [Exit. 


Act  II. 

^  .  / 

Jacomo  folus. 

Jac .  T  TCTHat  will  this  leud  Mafter  of  mine  do  ?  this  Town  ofSeviL 
V  V  will  not  much  care  for  his  Company  after  his  laft  nights 
Atchieyments:  He  muft  either  fly,  or  hang  for’t.  Ha!  me-thinks  my 
blood  grows  chill  at  the  naming  of  that  dreadful  word.  Hang.  What 
will  become  of  me  ?  I  dare  not  leave  him,  and  yet  1  fear  that  I  fhall  pe- 
rifh  with  him.  He’s  certainly  the  firft  thatever  let  up.a.Religion  to  the- 
Devil, 

-  .  Enter  Leonora 

Leon.  I  come  to  claim  your  promife  \  is  Don  John  within  ? 

J  acorn.  No,  Madam,  but 1  expert  him.  every  mfoute.  You  lee,  Madam, 
what  honour  1  have  for  you,  for  I  venture  my  .  to. do  this. 


Leon* 


' 


x~, 
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eon.  You  oblige  fne  extreamly  *,  lb  great  is  the  prelent  pain  of  doubt, 
that  we  defire  to  lole  it :  Though  in  exchange  of  certainty,  that  mult 
afflift  us  more. 

Jac.  I  hear  him  coming,  withdraw  quickly. 

[She  withdraws. 


Enter  Don  John. 

J>.  Joh.  Ho.w  now,  Sir,  what  wile  thoughts  have  you  in  your  Noddle? 

Jac.  Why,  Sir,  I  was  confidering  how  well  I  could  endure  to  be  hang’d. 

•D.  Joh.  And  why  lb,  buffle  ? 

Jac.  Why  you  will  force  me  to  wait  upon  you  in  all  your  fortunes,  and 
you  are  making  what  haft  you  can  to  the  Gallows..-  -  ■  — * 

D.  Joh.  Again  at  your  reproofs.  You  infipid  Ralcal  } 1  lhall  cut  your 
ears  olf.  Dog— — 

Jac.  Good  Sir,  I  have  done*,  yeti  cannot  but  admire,  lince  you  are 
refolv’d  to  go  to  the  Devil,  thatyou  cannot  be  content  with  the  common 
way  of  travelling,  but  muft  ride  poft  to  him. 

D.  Joh.  Leave  of  your  idle  tales,  found  out  by  Prieftstokeepthe  Rab¬ 
ble  in  awe. 

Jac.  Oh  horrid  wickednels !  If  I  may  be  bold  to  ask,  what  noble  ex¬ 
ploits  did  your  Chivalry  perform  laft  night  ? 

&.  Joh.  Why,  Sir,  I  commited  a  Rape  upon  my* Father’s  Monument. 

Jac.  Oh  horror ! 

D.  Joh.  Do  you  ftart,  you  Villain  ?  Hah  ! 

Jac.  I,  Sir,  who  I,  Sir  ?  not  I,  Sir. 

D.  Joh .  D’hear,  Ralcal,  let  me  not  lee  a  frown  upon  your -Face }  if  l 
do,  I  will  cut  your  throat,  you  Rogue. 

Jac.  No,  Sir,  no,  Sir,  I  warrant  you  *,  I  am  in  a  very  good  humor,  I 
allure  you - -Heaven  deliver  me  ! 

D.  Joh.  Now  liften  and  learn.  I  kill’d  a  Lady’s  Lover,  and  lupply’d  # 
his  place,  by  ftratagem  enjoy’d  her:  In  came  her  foolilh  Brother  and  lur- 
prized  me,  but  perilhed  by  my  hand}  and  I  doubt  not  but  1  maul’d  three 
or  four  of  his  Servants. 

f  Jacomo  ftart  x. 

Jac.  Oh  horrid  fa£t !  C  Apde* 

D.  Joh.  Again,  Villain,  are  you  frowning  ? 

Jac*  No  Sir,  no  Sir }  don’t  think  lb  ill  of  me.  Sir.  Heav’n  lend  me 
from  this  wicked  Wretch!  What  will  becomeofus,  Sir?  wefhall  be  ap¬ 


prehended.  ‘ 

D.  Joh.  Can  you  fear  your  Rafoally  Carcafe,  when  I  venture  mine  ?  I 
oblerve  always/  thole  that  have  the  moft  delpicable  perlons,  are  moft 
careliil  to  prelerve  ’em, 

Jac.  Sir,  I  beg  your  pardon }  but  I  have  an  odd  humor,  makes  me 
fomething  unfit  for  your  Worlhip’s  lervice. 

D.  Joh  What’s  that,  Sirrah  ? 

Jac.  ’Tis  a  very  odd  one,  l  am  almoft  afham’d  to  tell  it  to  you 

3d*  Joh.  Out  witli  it’  Fool— 

Jap. 


jac.  Why  Sir,  I  cannot  tell  what  is  the  reafon,  but  I  have  a  much  un¬ 
conquerable  antipathy  to  Hemp.  1  could  never  endure  a  Bell-rope.  Hang¬ 
ing  is  a  kind  of  death  I  cannot  abide,  1  am  not  able  to  endure  it. 

D.  Joh.  I  have  taken  care  to  avoid  that my  friends  are  gone  to  hire 
a  Velfel,  and  we’ll  to  Sea  together  to  leek  a  refuge,  and  a  new  Scene  of 
plealure. 

Jac.  AH  three,  Sir?  '  "  _  v  ^ 

D.  Joh .  Yes,  Sir.  - ■  t, 

Jac.  Three  as  ciyil  difcreet  lober  perlons,  as  a  man  wou’d  wilh  to 
drink  with. 

Enter  Leonora. 

Leon .  I  can  hold  no  longer !  ^ 

D.  Joh.  ’Sdeath,  you  Dog,  how  came  Ihe  here  ?  • 

Jac.  I  don’t  know  Sir,  ilie  dole  in.-— — — 

Leon.  Whgc  Witchcraft  do  1  fuffer  under,  that  when  I  abhor  his  vi¬ 
ces,  I  hill  love  his  perfbn.  Ah,  Don  John !  have  I  deferv’d  that  you 
fhoulcl  fly  me  ?  Are  alj  your  Oaths  and  Vows  forgotten  by  you  ? 

D.  Joh.  No,  no  *,  inthefe  tales  I  always  remember  my  Oaths,  and 
never  forget  to  break  them. 

Leon.  Oh  impiety!  ri .  ' 

Did  I,  for  this,  yi  Ai  up  my  honour  to  you  ?  Alter  you  had  figh'd  and 
languiflvd  many  Month ai:d  Ihew’d  all  figns  of  a  lincere  affe&idi,  1 
trufled  in  your  truth  and  conflancy,  without  the  Bond  ot  Marriage, 
yielded  up  a  Virgin’s  T reaitrfe.  all  itiy  Innocence,  believed  your  folemn 
Contract,  when  you  invok’d  all  the  Powers  above  to  teftifte  your  Vows. 

D.  Joh.  They  think  much  of  us,  why  don’t  they  witnefs  ’em  for  you 
—  .  ■'  .Pifh,  ’tis  nothing  but  a  way  of  fpeaking,  which  young  amorous 
Fellows  have  gotten. 

Leon.  Did  you  not  love  me  then  ?  What  injury  had  I  e’re  done  you, 
that  you  fhou’d  feign  AffefHon  to  betray  me  ? 

D.  Joh.  Yes  ’faith,  I  did  love  you,  and  fhew’d  you  as  frequent  and 
as  hearty  figns  of  it  as  1  could  y  and  i’gad  y’are  an  ungrateful  Woman  if 
you  fliy  the  contrary. 

Leon.  O  Heav’n !  did  you,  and  do  not  now  ?  What  crime  have  I 
committed  that  could  make  you  break  your  Vows  and  Oaths,  and  ba- 
nilhall  your  pafllon?  Ah !  with  what  tendernefs  have  I  receiv’d  your 
feign’d  Affection,  and  ne’r  thought  I  liv’d  but  in  your  Prefence  y  my 
Love  was  too  fervent  to  be  counterfeit - 

D.  Joh.  That  I  know  not,  for  fince  your  Sex  are  fiich  Diffemblers, 
they  can  hold  out  againft,  and  Item  to  hate  the  Men  they  love  y  Why 
may  they  not  feem  to  love  the  Men  they  hate  ? 

Leon.  O  cruel  Man !  could  I  dilfemble  ?  Had  I  a  thoufand  Lives,  I 
venter’d  all  each  time  I  law  your  Face y  nay,  were  I  now  difeover’d,  I 
fhould  inftantly  be  flicrific’d  to  my  raging  Brother’s  fury  *,  and  can  I  dif- 
demble  ? 

.  £>•  Joh.  I  do  not  know  whether  you  do  or  no  y  you  fee  I  don’t,  I  am 
fomething  free  with  you, 

•  Leotu 


Leon.  And  do  youtiotlove  me  then  ? 

D.  Job.  Faith,  Madam,  I  lov’d  you  as  long  as  I  could  for  the  Heart 
and  Blood  of  me,  and  there’s  an  end  of  it  ;  what  a  Devil  wou’d  you 
have  more  ? 

Leon.  O  cruel  Man  !  how  milerable  hav€  you  made  me  ! 

D.  Job.  Milerable !  me  variety  as  I  do,  and  you’ll  not  be  milerable. 
Ah !  there’s  nothing  fo  fweet  to  frail  human  Belli  as  .variety. 

Leon.  Inhuman  Creature  !  what  have  I  been  guilty  of^  that  thou 
finould’ft  thus  remove  thy  AffeTions'from  me  ?  (  * 

D.  Job.  Guilty,  no  :  But  I  have  had  enough  of  you,  and  I  have  done 
what  I  can  for  you,  and  there’s  no  more  to  be  laid. 

Leon.  Tigers  would  have  more  pity  than  thou  haft. 

L.  Job.  Unreafonable  Woman  !. would  you  have  a  Man  love  after 
Enjoyment  ?  I  think  the  ^evil’s  in  you—— 

Leon.  Do  you  upbraid  me  with  the  ralh  efre&s  of  Love,'  which  you 
caus’d  in  me  ?  And  do  you  hate  me  lor  what  you  ought;  to  love  me  for  T 
Were  you  not  many  Months  with  Vows  and  Oaths  betraying  me  to  that 
weaknefs  ?  Ungrateful  Monfter  ! 

D.  Job.  Why  the  Devil  did  you  not  yield  before  ?  You  Women  al¬ 
ways  rook  in  Love  ;  you’ll  never  play  upon  the  fquare  with  us. 

Leon.  Falle  Man  !  I  yielded  but  too  fbon.  Unfortunate  Woman  ! 

L.  Job.  Your  diftembling  Arts  and  Jilting  Tricks,  taught  you  by  your 
Mothers,  and  the  phlegmatick  coldnefs  of  your  Conftitutions,  make  you 
lo  long  in  yielding  ;  that  we  love  out  almoft  all  our  Love  before  you  be¬ 
gin,  and  yet  you  would  have  our  Love.laft  as  long  as  yours.  I  got  the  ' 
fbart  of  you  a  long  way,  and  have  realon  to  reach  the  Goal  before  you. 

Leon.  Did  you  not  ftvear  you  wou’d  for  ever  love  me  ? 

JD.  Job.  Why  there  ’tis ;  Why  did  you  put  me  to  the  trouble  to 
ftvear  it  ?  If  you  Women  wou’d  be  honeft,  and  follow  the  Dilates  ' of 
Senfe  and  Nature,  we  ftiou’d  l^ree  about  the  bufinefs  prelently,  and 
never  be  fbrftvorn  for  the  matter. 

Leon.  Are  Oaths  lb  flighted  by  you,  perfidious  Man  ! 

_D.  Job.  Oaths!  Snares  to  catch  conceited  Women  with,  I  wou’d  have 
ftvorn  all  the  Oaths  under  the  Sun;  Why  I  wou’d  have  committed Trea- 

lon  for  you,  and  yet  I  knew  I  fhould  be  weary  of  you- - 

_  Leon.  I  thought  fuch  Love  as'mine  might  have  deferv’d  your  eonftan- 
cy ,  falle  and  ungrateful  Man  ! 

D.  Job.  Thus  your  own  vanity,  not  we  betray  you.  Each  Woman 
thinks,  though  Men  are  falle  to  others,  that  fire  is  fo  fine  a  perfon,  none 
can  be  fb  to  her.  You  Ihou’d  not  take  our  words  ofcourfe  in  earneft. 

Leon.  Thus  Devils.do  in  Hell,  who  cruelly  upbraid  whom  they  have 
tempted  thither. 

I>.  Job.  In  fhort,  my  Conftitution  will  not  let  me  love  you  longer  “ 
And  whatever  fome  Hypocrites  pretend,  all  Mankind  obey  their  Con¬ 
ftitutions,  and  cannot  do  otherwite* - 

Leon .  Heay’n,  fure,  will  punilh  this  vile  Treachery. 

D.  Job. 


E.  Joh.  Do  you  then  leave  it  to  Heav’n,  and  trouble  your  lelf  no 


farther  about  it. 

Leon .  Ye  Sacred  Pow’rs,  who  take  care  of  injur’d  Innocence  aififtme. 

Enter  Jacomo. 

Jac.  Sir,  Sir  !  Stand  up&i  your  Guard. 

E.  Joh.  How  now  !  What’s  the  matter  ? 

Jac.  Here’s  a  whole  Batallion  of  couragious  Women  come  to  charge 
you. 

Enter  Six  Women. 

T>.  Joh.  Keep  ’em  out,  you  Villain. 

Jac.  I  cannot,  they  over-run  me. 

E.  Joh.  What  an  inundation  of  Strumpets  is  here  ? 

Leon.  O  Heav’n  !  I  can  hay  no  longer  to  be  a  witnefs  of  his  Falf- 
hood-——--  *  ZExit  Leonora. 

1.  Worn.  My  Dear,  I  defire  a  word  in  private  with  you. 

E.  Joh.  ’Faith  my  Dear,  I  am  fomething  bufie,  but  I  love  thee 
dearly.  [ \AfUe .  A  pox  on  thee! 

2.  Wont.  Eon  John,  a  word :  ’Tis  time  now  we  fiiould  Declare  our 
Marriage  *,  ’tis  now  above  Three  Weeks. 

E.  Joh.  Ay,  we  will  do  it  fuddenly.  . — 

3.  Worn.  Prithee,  Honey,  what  bus’nefs  can  thefe  idle  Women  have? 
Send  them  packing,  that  we  may  confer  about  our  Affairs. 

4.  Worn.  Lord  !  How  am  I  amaz’d  at  the  confidence  of  fome  Wo¬ 

men  !  Who  are  thefe  that  will  not  let  one  converfe  with  one’s  own 
Husband  ?  By  your  leave,  Ladies.  m 

Jac.  Now  it  works !  teaze  him,  Ladies,  worry  him  foundly.. 

5.  Worn.  Nay,  by  your  leave,  good  Madam  \  if  you  go  to  that. 


£  Pulls  Don  John  from  the  other. 


6.  Worn.  Ladies,  by  all  your  Leaves  j  lure  none  of  you  will  have  the 
confidence  to  pretend  an  Intereft  in  thilKSentleman---— 

a. 

E.  Joh.  I  fhall  be  torn  in  pieces :  Jacomo,  hand  by  me. 

1.  Lad.  Lord,  Madam,  What’s  your  meaning?  None  ought  to  claim, 
a  right  to  another  Woman’s  Husband,  let  me  tell  you  that. 

2.  Lad.  You  are  in  the  right,  Madam.'  Therefore  prithee  Dear,  let’s 
withdraw,  and  leave  them  \  I  do  not  like  their  company. 

E.  Joh.  Ay,  prefently,  my  Dear.  What  an  excellent  thing  is  a  Wo- 
'  man  before  Enjoyment,  and  how  infipid  after  it !  « 

4.  Worn.  Come,  prethee,  put  thefe  Women  out  of  doubt,  and  let 
them  know  our  Marriage. 

E.  Joh.  To  Morrow  we’ll  declare  and  celebrate  our  Nuptials. 

6.  Worn.  Ladies,  the  fhort  and  the  long  on’t  is,  you  are  very  uncivil 
to  prefs  upon  this  Gentleman,  Come,  Love,  e’en  tell  ’em  the  truth  of 
the  Story— 

4.  Worn.  Uncivil,  Madam,  pardon  me  \  one  cannot  be  fo  in  fpeak- 
ing  to  one’s  own. 

3.  Worn.  That’s  true  •,  hie  little  thinks  who  that  is. 


■6.  Worn.  To  their  own!  Ha,  ha,  ha,  that’s  true— Come,  Honey,  , 
keep  ’em  no  longer  in  Ignorance. 

4.  Worn.  Come,  Ladies,  I  will  undeceive  you  all  *,-  think  no  further 
of  this  Gentleman,  I  lay,  think  no  further  of  him. - 

1.  Worn.  What  can  this  mean? 

D.  Joh.  Hold,  for  Heav'ns  ftke  you  knew  not  what  you  do. 

4.  Yes,  yes,  Ido*,  it  fhall  all  out :  fll  lend  'em  away  with  Fleas  In 
their  Ears.  Poor  filly  Creatures  ! 

JD.  Joh.  Now  will  Civil  Wars  arife— 

4.  W om.  Trouble  your  lelves  no  longer  about  Don  John ,  he  is  mine—.' 

he  ismine,  Ladies.  , 

All.  Yours  !, - — 

D.  John ,  Pox  on’t,  I  mull  let  a  good  Face  upon  the  bus’nefs  *,  I  fee 
Murther  will  out— 

6.  Worn.  Youris  that’s  pleafant  \  he’s  mine— — — 

5.  Worn.  I  have  been  too  long  patient  \  he  is  my  Husband. 

1.  Worn.  Yours,  How  can  that  be  ?  I  jam  fore  1  am  his  Wife. 

5.  Worn.  Are  you  not  alham’d,  Ladies,  to  claim  my  Husband  ? 

2.  Worn.  Are  you  all  mad  ?  I  am  fore  1  am  Marrv’d  to  him. 

All.  You  ! 

D.  Joh.  Look  you.  Ladies,  a  Man’s  but  a  Man?  here’s  my  Body, 
take’t  among  you  as  far  as  ’twill  go.  The  Devil  can’t  pteale  you  all — - 

Jac.  Pray  Ladies,  will  you  dilpatch  :  For  there  are  a  matter  of  Fif¬ 
teen  more  that  are  ready  to  put  in  their  claims,  and  muff  be  heard  in 
their  order -  * 

JD.  Joh.  How  now,  Rogue,  this  is  your  fault,  Sirrah. 

•  Jac.  My  fault.  Sir,  no:,  the  Ladies  fhall  fee  I  am  no  Traitor.  Look 
you  Ladies— 

D.  Joh .  Peace,  Villain,  or  I  will  cut  your  Throat-  Well,  Ladies, 
know  then,  lam  Marry ’d  to  one  in  this  company*,  and  to  Morrow  Morn¬ 
ing,  if  you  will  repair  to  this  place,  1  will  Declare  my  Marriage,  which 
now  for  fbme  focret  Reafons,  I  am  oblig’d  to  conceal— Now  will 
each  Strumpet  think  ’tis  her  I  mean. 

1.  Worn.  That’s  well-enough.  * 

4.  Worn.  I  knew  he  would  own  me  at  laff. 

3.  Worn.  Now  they  will  loon  lee  their  errors. 

5.  Worn.  Now  we  ll  conceal  it  no  longer,  Dearefb 

Z>.  John.  ■  No,  no,  I  warrant  you - ■ 

6.  Worn.  Lord  how  bbfo  thele  Ladies  will  look. 

2.  Worn.  Poor  Ladies - - 

Jac.  Ladles,  pray  let  me  ask  a  queffcion,  which  of  you  is  really  Mar- 
ry’dtohim? 

Omnes.  I,  I,  I. 

JD.  Joh.  ’Sdeath,  you  Son  of  a  Baboon.  Come,  Come,  Pox  on’t,  why 
ihould  I  dally  any  longer  !  Why  foould  I  conceal  my  good  Ariions  ! 
in  one  word,  I  am  Married  to  every  one  of  you,  and  Save  above  Four- 

D  v  fcore 


{core  more  \  nor  will  I  ever  give  over,  till  I  have  as  many  Wives  and 

Concubines  as  the  Grand.  Signior. 

\ Jac .  A  very  modeft  civil  Perfon  truly-— 

4.  Worn.'  6  horrid  Villain  ! 

6.  Worn.  Perfidious  Monfter  ! 


Enter  Don  Lopez  and  Antonio. 

D.  Lop.  How  now,  Don  John  Hah  j  you  art  a  ravenous  Bird  of 
prey  indeed }  do  you  fly  at  no  lefs  than  a  whole  Covee  of  Whores  at  once? 
you  fcorn  a  fingle  Strumpet  for  your  Quarry 

Ant.  What,  in  Tears  too !  Fie,  D.  John  \  thou  art  the  moft  ungenteel 
Knight  alive  :  Ufe  your  Ladies  civilly  for  fhame. 

D.  Joh.  Ay,  before  the  Victory,  1  grant  you }  but  after  it,  they 
ftiould  wear  Chains,  and  follow  the  Conqueror’s  Chariot. 

D.  Lop.  Alas,  poor  Harlots ! 

D .  Joh.  Peace,  peace,  good  words  }  thefe  are  certain  Animals  call’d 
Wives,  and  all  of ’em  are  my  Wives :  Do  you  call  a  Man  of  Honour’s 
Wives,  Harlots  ?  Out  on’t. 

1.  Worn.  Perfidious  Monfter  ! 

Ant.  Excellent!  r  - 

D.  Joh.  Come  on,  you  are  come  very  opportunely,  to  help  to  cele¬ 
brate  my  fevpral  and  relpeftive  Weddings.  Come,  my  Dears }  ’faith 
we  will  have  a  Ballad  at  our  Weddings.  Where  are  my  Fidlers  ? 

6.  Wom.  O  falvage  Beaft  ! 

4.  Wom.  Inhuman  Villain  !  Revenge  fliall  follow. 

JD.  Joh .  Pox  on  Revenge,  call  in  my.Minftrils. 

\  /  Enter  Fidlers . 

Come,  Sing  my  Epithalamium. 


SONG. 

*  .  * 

Since  Liberty ,  Nature  for  all  has  defignd, 

Ap  ox  on  the  Fool  who  to  one  is  confin’d. 

All  Creatures  befidcs. 

When  they  pleafe  change  their  Brides . 

All  Females  they  get  when  they  can , 

Whilfi  they  nothing  but  Nature  obey ,  . 

How  happy ,  how  happy  are  they  ? 

But  the  filly  fond  Animal,  Alan, 

Makes  Laws  gainfi  himfelf ,  which  his  Appetites  [way  j 
•  Poor  Fools ,  how  unhappv  are  thev  ? 

Chor.  Since  L:berty ,  Nature- for  all  has  defiqr?d7 
A  pox  on  the  Fool  who  to  one  is  confin’d. 

At  the  firfi  going  down,  a  Woman  is  good, 

But  when  e’rejhe  comes  up  Vil  ne’r  chew  the  Cud , 


\ 

But  out  Jhe  Jhall  go. 

.  And  I’ll  ferve  ’em  all  fo. 

When  with  One  my  Stomack  is  cloy'd. 
Another  Jhall  foon  be  enjoy’d.  < 

Then  how  happy ,  how  happy  are  we  t 
Let  the  Coxcomb  when  weary ,  drudge  on , 
And  foolijhly  Jlay  when  he  woud  fain  begone. 

Poor  Fool !  How  unhappy  is  he  ? 
Chor.  At  the  Jirjl  going  down,  See. 

Let  the  Rabble  obey ,  I’ll  live  like  a  Man , 
Who,  by  Nature ,  is  free  to  enjoy  all  he  can  :  , 
Wife  Nature  does  Teach 
More  Truth  than  Fools  Preach ; 

They  bind  us,  but  Jhe  gives  us  eafe . 

Til  Revel  and  Love  where  I  pie  afe. 

She,  She’s  my  infallible  Guide. 

But  were  the  Blejs’d  freedom  deny’d 
Of  variety  in  the  things  we  love  bejl. 

Dull  Man  were  the  favijhejl  Beaft. 
Chor.  Let  the  Rabble  obey.  See. 


D.  Joh.  Come,  How  do  you  like  this  ?  Let’s  be  merry,  my  Brides. 
4.  Worn.  O  monftrous  Traitor  !  Do  you  mock  our  Mifery? 

D.  Joh.  Good  Spoufe,  be  not  pafhonate - faith  we’ll  have  a  Dance* 

Strike  up——  _  \  XfDance. 


D.  Lop.  Be  comforted,  good  Ladies,  you  have  companions  in  your 
misfortunes— 


D.  Ant.  He  has  been  Marry’d  iji  all  the  Cities  of  Spain What  a 
breed  of  Don  John’s  { hall  we  have  ? 

D.  Joh.  Come,  Sweet-hearts*,  you  muft  be  civil  to  thefe  Gentlemen ; 
they  are  my  Friends,  and  Men  of  Honour. 

6.  Worn.  Men  of  Honour  !  They  are  Devils  if  they  be  your  Friends. 

D.  Joh.  I  hate  unreafonable,  unconfcionable  fellows,  who  when  they 
are  weary  of  their  Wives,  will  hill  keep  ’em  from  other  Men.  Gentle¬ 
men,  ye  fhall  command  mine.*  x,  . 

4.  Worn.  Think’ft  thou  I  will  out-live  this  affront? 

D.  Joh.  riltruflyou  for  that,  there’s  ne’r  a  Lucrece  now- a-days,  the 
Sex  has  learnt  Wit  fince.  Let  me  fee,  Antonio ,  thou  fhalt  have  for  thy 

prefenriule,  let  me  fee,  my  Sixth  Wife. - .’faith  file’s  a  pretty  buxom 

Wench,  and  deferves  hearty  uiage  from  thee, 

6.  Worn.  Traitor,  I’ll  be  reveng’d  on  all  thy  Treachery. 

Ant.  A  mettfd  Girl,  I  like  her  well :  She’ll  endure  a  Rape  gallantly, 
I  love  refinance,  -it  endears  the  pleafiire^ 

D.  Joh.  And  Lopez.,  thou  fhalt  have,  let  me  fee,  ay,  my  Fourth 
Spoufe  *,  She’s  a  brave  Virago  and  Gad  if  1  had  not  been  fomething  fa¬ 
miliar  with  her  already,  I  would  venture  my  Life  for  her. 

4.  Worn*  Vile  Wretch !  Think’fl  thou  I  will  out-live  this  affront  ? 

D  2  Impious 


Impious  Villain  !  Though  thou  haft  no  Senfe  of  Virtue  or  Honour  left, 
thou  {halt  find  I  have. 

J).  Job.  Virtue  and  Honour  !  .There’s  nothing  good  or  ill,  but  as  it 
feems  to  each  Man’s  natural  Appetite,  if  they  will  content  freely.  -  You 
mufhravifh  Friends:  That’s  all  I  knov;,  you  mu  ft  r  a  vifli. 

1.  Worn .  Unheard  of  Villany!  Fly  from  this  Hellifh  place. 

Ant.  Ladies,  you  Ihall  fly,  but  vve  muft  Ravifh  firft. 

D.  Lor>.  Yes,  I  allure  you  we  muft  Raviih  . — 

4.  Wvm.  No,  Monfter,  I’ll  prevent  you.  [Stabs  her  [elf. 

D.  Ant.  ’Sdeath,  She’s  as  good  as  her  word. 

The  firft  time  I  e’re  knew  a  Woman  lo. 

D.  Lop.  Pox  on’t,  {lie  has  prevented  me  •,  She’s  dead. 

D.  Jib.'  Say  you  fo  ?  Well,  go  thy  ways,  thou  werT  a  Girl  ofpretty 
Parts,  that’s  the  Truth  on’t  but  I  ne’r  thought  this  had  been  in  thee. 

2.  B'hw.UThefe,  lure  are  Devils  in  the  fnape  o!  Men. 

D.  Job.  Now  lee  my  Providence,  if  1  had  been  Mar ry’d  to  none  but 
her,  1  had  been  a  Widower. 

1.  Worn.  O  Horror!  Horror!  Flie  !  Flie! 

6.  Worn.  No,  I’ll  be  reveng’d  firft  .on  this  barbarous  Wretch. 

J).  Jth.  Why  look  you,  here’s  a  Wench  of  mettle  for  you  \  go  raviih 
quickly - - - 

6.  Worn*  Let’s  fly,  and  call  for  help,  lome  in  the  Streetmay  helpus— 

[They  all  run  off  \  crying ,  Help,  Murder,  Murder. 

D.  Ant.  Let  ’em  go,  they  are  confin’d,  they  cann’t  get  out. 

D-  Job.  It  fhall  ne’r  b$  laid  that  a, Woman  went  out  of  this  Houle 
1 le-hrfc&a.  *,  but  after  that,  ’twill  be  time  for  to  fly. 

D.  Lop.  We  have  a  hir’d  Velfel,  the  Mafter  is  a  brave  Rogue  of  my 
acquaintance  ,  he  has  been  a  Bandit. 

D.  Ant.  A  brave  honeft  wicked  Fellow  as  heart  can  wifli,  Lhave  ra- 
vifli’d,  robbed,  and  murdered  with  him. 

D.  Job.  That’s  well.  Hey,  where  are  my  Rogues  ?  Hey  ! 


Enter  Servant  and  Jacomo. 

Here,  Sirrah,  do  you  lend  my  Goods  on  Board. 

Ant.  My  Man  will  direct  you.  [Exit  Servant". 

D.  Job.  Gome,  Sirrah,  do  you  remove  this  Body  to  another  Room — 
Jac.  Oh  horrid  fad  !  what,  another  Murder  !  what  fhall  I  do  ? 

.0.  Job.  Leave  your  complaints,  you  Dog ,  I’ll  lend  you  after  her. 
Jac.  Oh  1  I  fhall  be  hang’d,  I  fliall  be  hang’d. 

JD.  Take  her  u.p,  Ralcal  j  or  I’ll  cut  your  throat. 

Jac.  1  will.  Sir.  Oh  mercy  upon  me  !  I  {hall  be  hang’d- - • 

L).  Job.  Now,  Sirrah,  do  you  run  info 'he  fttreets,  and  force  in  the  next 
Woman  you  meet,  or  I’ll  cut  your  Wmd-pipe  5  and  let  no  Body  out — • 
Jac.  What  helH’lh  fitch  wii!  lie  now  commit. 

JD.  Job.  Take  her  up,  you  Hen-hearted  compaflionate  Ralcal. 

Jac.  Heaven  !  what  will  Uceme  of  me  ?  Oh !  Oh - -  ' 


[Carries  her  off. 
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D.  Job.  Now,'  Gentlemen,  you  fhall  fee  I’ll  be  civil  to  you,  you  fhall 
not  rayilh  alone  :  Indeed  I  am  loath  to  meddle  with  mine  old  acquain¬ 
tance,  but  if  my.  Man  can  ‘  meet  with  a  Woman  I  have  not  lain  withall, 
I’ll  keep  you  company  j  let  her  be  old  or  young,  ugly  or  handlome,  no 
matter.  -  * 

D.  Lop.  Faith  I  will  ever  lay,  you  are  a  well  bred  man., 

D.  Ant.  A  very  civil  perlon,  a  man  of  Honour. 


Enter  Servant,  forcing  in  an  ugly  old  Woman  who  cries  out . 

D.  Job.  This  unlucky  Rogue  has  made  but  a  leurvy  choice,  but  I’ll 
keep  my  word.  Come,  Bawd,  you  mull  be  ravilh’d,  Bawd. 

Old.  Worn.  O murder !  murder !  help !  help !  I  wasnever  raviih’d in  my 
life. 

V.  Job.  That  I  dare  Iwear  •,  but  to  IKew  l  ama  very  vigorous  Man,  Fll 
begin  with  you.  But,  you  Rafcal,  Jaccal,  Ill  make  you  Cater  better 
next  time. 

Serv.  Indeed,  Sir,  this  was  the  firFfc  I  met. 

D.  Job.  Come  on  Beldam,  thy  face  Ilia  11  not  protect  the. 

Old.  Worn.  Oh  my  Honour!  my  Honour!  help,  help,  my  Honour ! 

D.  Job.  Come  to  our  bufinels. 


Enter  Jacomo. 

Jac.  OSir!  Sir!  fhift  for  your  lelfj  we  fhall  all  be  bang’d  thehouleis 
be  let.  Oh  what  fhall  we  do  ? 

E>.  Job.  Away,  Coward :  Were  the  King  of  Spains  Army  beleagu’ring 
us,  it  fhould  not  divert  me  from  this  Exploit. 

D.  Ant.  Nor  me.  m 
D.  Lop.  Nor  me :  Let’s  on. 

D.  Job.  Keep  the  doors  faff,  Sirrah.  Come  on. 

Jac.  Oh  what  will  become  of  me !  Oh  Heav’n  !  mercy  on  me  !  Oh 
Oh !  L  Exeunt. 


In  Mans  habit.  Enter  Maria,  and  her  Maid  Flora: 

Mar.  Thus  I  have  abandoned  all  my  Fortune,  and  laid  by  My  Sex* 
Revenge  for  thee.  Aihft  me  now. 

You  Inftruments  of  Blood,  for  my  dear  Brothers, 

And  for  my  much  more  dear  Ottavio  s  lake. 

Where  are  my  Bravo’s? - 

Flo.  They  have  belet  the  Villains  Houle, 

And  he  fhall  ne’r  come  out  alive.—— 

Mar.  O  let  ’em  fhew  no  more  remorfe. 

Than  Hungry  Lions  o’r  their  prey  will. 

How  milerable  am  I  made  by  that 
Inhuman  Monfter  \  No  lavage  T-eaft, 

Wild  delerts  e’r  brought  forth,  p  revoked 
By  all  its  hunger,  and  its  natural  rage, 

£ould  yet  have  been  fo  cruel.  ■  * 

-  Or 


From  the  moft  loving  and  moft  wretched 
Creature  of  her  Sex  ?  What  Ages  of  delight 
.Each  hour  with  thee  brought  forth  ! 

Hoiv  much,  when  I  had  thee,  was  all  the  World 
Unenvied  by  me  !  Nay,  I  pityed  all  my  Sex, 

.That  cou’d  ha,ve  nothing  worth  their  care, 
v  Since  all  the  treafure  of  Mankind  was  mine. 

Methought  1  cou’d  look  down  on  Queens,  when  he 
Was  with  me  :  But  now,  compared  to  me, 

How  happy  is  the  Wretched,  whole  finews 
Crack  upon  the  mercilels  Engine 

Of  his  torture  ?  I  live  with  greater  torments  then  he  dies. 

Flo.  Leave  your  complaints.  Tears  are  no  Sacrifice  for  Blood. 
Mar.  Now  my  juft  grief  to  juft  revenge  give  place 
I  am  alhamed  of  thele  loft  Tears,  till  I’ve 
Revenged  thy  horrid  murder,  Oh  that  I  could 
Make  the  Villain  linger  out  an  Age  in 
Torments  !  But  I  will  revel  in  his  Blood :  Oh 
I  could  fuck  the  laft  drop  that  warms  the 
Monfters  heart,  that  might  inlpire  me  with 
Such  cruelty,  as  vile  man,  with  all  his  horrid 
Arts  of  power,  is  yet  a  ftranger  to*, 

Then  I  might  root  out  all  his  curled  Race. 

Flo .  I’ll  follow  all  your  fortunes,  my  dear  Lady ; 

Had  I  ten  thouland  lives,  in  this  caule  I’d 
Venture  one  by  one  to  my  laft  flake. 

Mar.  Thou  art  my  dear  and  faithful  Creature  $ 

Let  not  thy  Fortunes  thus  be  wreck’d  with  mine. 

Be  gone,  and  leave  thy  moft  unhappy  Miftrils  } 

One  that  has  mileries  enow  to  fink  the  Sex. 

Flo.  I  will  not  leave  you,  till  death  takes  me  from  you. 

Mar.  Oh  that  1  had  been  Tome  poor  loft  Mountain  Girl, 
Nurs’d  up  by  Goats,  or  fuckl’d  by  wild  Beafts, 

Expo  fed  to  all  the  rage  of  heats  and  killing  colds. 

I  ne’r  cou’d  have  been  abandoned  to  fuch  fury. 

More  lavage  cruelty  reigns  in  Cities, 

Then  ever  yet  in  Delarts  among  the 
Moft  venemous  Serpents,  and  remodels  * 

Ravenous  beafts,  could  once  be  found. 

So  much  has  barbarous  Art  debauched 
Mans  Innocent  Nature. 

Flo.  Lay  by  your  tears,  till  your  revenge  be  ftniihed  j 
Then,  then  you  may  have  leilure  to  complain. 

Mar.  I  will  ’tis  Blood  I  now  muft  Ipill,  or 
Lolemy  own  in  the  attempt.  But  if  I  can 
Have  the  fortune,  with  my  own  hand,  to  reach 


The  Cogs  vile  heart :  I  then  fhall  die 
Contented,  and  in  the  other  World  I’ll 
Torture  him  Ip,  Devils  ihall  learn  of  me  to 
Uie  the  Damned.  . 

Flo.  Let's  to  our  Sacred  Inftruments  of  revenge. 

Mar.  Come  on :  So  juft  a  caufe  would  turn  the 
Vileft  Ruffian  to  a  Saint  [Exeunt. 

C Bravo's  watch  at  Don  JohnV  boufe. 


Maria  and  Flora  re-enter. 

Mar.  Come,  friends,  let  once  a  Woman  preach  courage 
To  you,  infpired  by  my  juft  rage  this  Arm 
Shall  teach  you  wonders.  I’ll  Ihew  you  now 
What  Love  with  juft  Revenge  can  do. 

i .  Brav.  We  are  lo  pra&ifed  in  the  trade  of  death, 

We  need  no  teaching. 

Mar.  There’s  Gold  good  ftore }  if  you  dilpatch  the  Dog,  I’ll  give  you 
yet  much  more }  if  not,  \ 

If  all  the  wealth  I  have  can  buy  your  lives, 

I’ll  have  ’em  inftead  of  his. 

i.  Brav.  For  half  the  Sum,  I’d  kill  a  Bilhop  at  the  Altar. 

C They  retire. 

EnterDon  John,  Don  Antonio,  Don  Lopez,  Jacqmo. 

2>.  John.  Now  we  haye  finiihed  our  defign  j  let’s  make  a  Salley,  and. 
raife  the. Siege.  0  y  4 

Z>.  Ant.  Jacimo ,  do  you  lead  the  Van. 

JD.  Lop.  Lead  on  Jacomo ,  or  we  are  lure  to  lole  you  *,  you  are  not 
good  at  bringing  up  the  Rear. 

Jac.  Nay,  good  Gentlemen,  1  know  my  lelf  better  than  to  take  place 
of  Men  of  Quality,  Specially  upon  this  occafion. 

D.  Job.  Sirrah,  goon:  I’ll  prick  him  forward.  Remember,  if  you 
do  not  hght,  I  am  behind  you.  T"  '  1  '  * 

Jac.  Oh  Heaven !  Oh  Jacomo  !  what  will  become  of  thy  dear  perlbn? 
Is  this  your  Courage  to  put  me  forward,  to  what  you  dare  not  meet  your 
lelves.  jfc  i:  \  _ 

L.  Job.  No  words,  Rogue,  on,  on,  I  fay. - - 

Jac.:  Oh  1  fhallbe  murderd  !  murderd  !  Oh  !  Oh  ! 

D.  Job.  On,  on,  you  Dog. 

{  Jac.  Inhuman  Mafter  !  It  muft  be  fo !  Heaven  have  mercy  on  my 
Fetter  part.  .  ■  1 


Enter  Maria. 

Mar.  Fallon,  fallen,  that’s  tire  Villain  !  have  at  you,  Dog-— — * 

D.  Job.  Courage,  Jacomo, 

[Xhey  figbt,  and  are  driven  ojE  but 
a  .  Maria  and  Flora  remain.' 

Jac > 


J4c.  Oh!  Oh! 

Mar.  Oh  Cowardly  Villain? !  The  Traitor  will  efcape  their  hands. 
Oh  Dogs !  More  feeble  than  the  feebleft  of  our  Sex.  Let’s  after  him, 

and  try  our  {Length. 

Enter  Don  John. 

He  is  return’d - Fall  on. 

D.  Joh.  Ha!  Mufti  encounter  Boys  ?  ,  * 

«■  Flo.  Oh  I  am  ilain— - -  C Kills  Flora. 

Afar.  At  thy  Heart,  bale  Villain.  CD.  John  difarms  Maria. 

D.  Joh.  There,  take  your  Sword*,  I’ll  not  nip  Roguery  in  the  bud }  thou 
may’ft  live  to  be  as  wicked  as  my  felf  ' 

Mar.  Poor  Flora !  But,  Dog,  I’ll  be  reveng’d  on  thee  yet  e’re  I  die. 

[Exit. 


Enter  Don  Lopez,  Don  Antonio,  Jacomo. 

Jac.  What !  no  Thanks  !  no  Reward  !  ^ 

X>.  Joh.  What’s  the  matter.  Sirrah  ? 

Jac.  What,  no  Acknowledgment?  You  are  but  an  ungrateful  Man, 
let  me  tell  you  that,  to  treat  a  Man  of  my  Prowefs  thus. 

D.  Joh.  What  has  your  valour  done  ? 

Jac.  Kothing,  nothing  *,  fav’d  your  life  only,  that’s  all :  But  Men  of 
Valour  are  nothing  now  a-days.  ’Tis  an  ungrateful  Age.  I  fought  like 

a  Hcroe - - - . 

D.  Ant.  Call’d  a  Stag  at  Bay. 

D.  Lop.  Youcandglit,  when  there’s  no  way  of  efcape,  without  it. 
Jac.  Oh !  What’s  here !  Another  Murder !  Fly,  fly }  we  {hall  behang’d. 
D.  Joh.  Come  on !  Let’s  now  to  Sea,  to  try  our  Fortunes. 

Jac.  Ay,  make  hafte }  I’ve  laid  Horfes,  and  will  fliift  by  Land. 

Farewell,  Sir  j  a  good  Voyage - . 

D.  Joh.  I  will  Murder  you,  if  you  refule  to  go  to  Sea—— — • 

Jac.  O,  good  Sir,  confider,  do  but  confider  I  am  lb  Sea-fick  always  * 
That  wicked  Element  does  not  agree  with  me. 

D.  Joh.  Dare  you  Dilpute !  Goon,  I  lay. 

Jac.  O,  good  Sir,  think,  think  a  little  'r  the  mercilefs  Waves  will 
never  confider  a  Man  of  parts:  Befides,  Sir,  I  can  Swim  no  more  than  I 

can  fly. 

D.  Joh.  I’ll  leave  you  dead  upon  the  place,  ifyou  refule. 

Jac.  O  Sir,  on  my  Knees  I  beg  you’ll  iet  me  ftay.  1  am  the  laft  of  all 
my  Family  *,  my  Race  will  fail,  if  I  Ihouid  fail. ,  ,  $ 

V,  Joh.  Damn  your  Race— 

D.  Ant.  Do  not  we  venture  with  you  ? 

Jac.  You  have  nothing  but  your  Lives  to  venture,  but  I  have  a  whole 
Family  to  lave*,  1  think  upon  Pofterity.  Befides,  Gentlemen,  Icaniook 
for  no  lafety  in  luch  wicked  company. 

J).  Joh.  I’ll  kill  the  Villain.  His  fear  will  elfe  betray  us. 

Jac.  O  hold  !  hold  !  For  Heavens  fake  hold- 


Ghoft.  Hold!  Hold! 


\j3hofi  of  Don  John’s  Father  rifes 
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Joe.  Ay,  hold,  hold.  Oh  Heav’n!  your  Father’s  Ghoft}  aGhoftf 
<i  Ghoft: !  a  Ghoft  !  Oh  !  Oh  !  [Falls  down  and  roars, 

D.  Job.  ’Sdeath  !  What’s  here  ?  My  Father  alive  ! 

Ghoft.  No,  no  }  Inhuman  Murderer,  I  am  dead. 

D.  Joh.  That’s  well"}  I  was  afraid  the  old  Gentleman  had  come  for 
his  Eftate  again  }  if  you  wou’d  have  that,  ’tis  too  late  }  ’tis  ipent  *  ■  -■« 
Ghoft.  Monfter  !  behold  tjiefe  wounds. 

D.  Joh.  I  do}  they  were  well  meant,  and  well  perfornFd,  I  lee. 

/  D.  Ant.  This  is  ft  range  !  How  I  am  amaz’d  1 

D.  Lop.  Uuheardof  Wonder  ! - 

Ghoft.  Repent,  repent  of  all  thy  Villanles } 

My  clamorous  Blood  to  Heav’n  for  vengeance  cries. 

Heav’n  will  pour  out  his  Judgments  on  you  all } 

Hell  gaps  for  you,  for  you  each  Fiend  does  call, 

And  hourly  waits  your  unrepenting  Fall. 

You  with  Eternal  Horrors  they’ll  torment, 

Except  of  all  your  Crimes  you  foddainly  repent.  [Ghoft  finks. 

Jac.  Oh  !  Oh  !  Heav’n  deliver  me  from  thele  Monfters. 

D.  Joh.  Farewei,  thou  art  a  fooliih  Ghoft}  Repent}  quoth  he !  What 
could  this  mean  ?  Our  Senles  are  all  in  a  Mill  fore. 

D.  Ant.  They  are  not,  ’twas  a  Ghoft; 

D.  Lop.  I  ne’r  believ’d  thole  fbolifh  Tales  before. 

V.  Joh.  Come,  ’Tis  no  matter  }  let  it  be  what  it  will,  itmiuft  be  na¬ 
tural— — 

V.  Ant.  And  Nature  is  unalterable  in  us  too. 

L>.  Jolo.  ’Tis  true,  the  Nature  of  a  Ghoft  cannot  change  ours. 

.  D.  Lop.  It  was  a  filly  Ghoft,  and  I’ll  no  fboner  take  his  word  than  a 
Whores, 

D.  Joh.  Thou  art  in  the  right.  Come,  Fool,  Fool,  rife }  the  Ghoft 
is  gone. 

Jac,  Oh  !  I  die,  I  die  }  pray  let  me  die  in  quiet. 

D.  Ant.  Oh  !  If  he  be  dying,  take  him  up }  we’ll  give  him  Burial  in 
the  Sea.  Come  on. 

Jac?  Hold,  hold,  Gentlemen}  Bury  me  not  till  I  am  dead,  Ibefoech 
you— 

D.  Joh.  Ifyou  benot,  Sirrah,  I’ll  run  you  through* 

Jac.  Hold,  hold,  Sir,  I’ll  go,  I’ll  go - 

D.  Lop.  ^et’s  on; 

V .  Ant.  j 

1).  ^.  Should  all  the  Bugbears  Cowards  feign  appear, 

I  would  urge  on  without  one  Thought  of  Fear. 

Z>.  Ant.  And  I.  ‘>v 

*  D.  Lop.  And  I -  [Exeunt  Onwet. 


E 


AC  T 


Act  III 


'Enter  Don  John,  Don  Lopez,  Don  Antonio,  Jacomo,  Captain 
of  the  Ship ,  Mafler  and  Sailers. 

Matter.  A  X Ercy  upon  us!  What  fuddain  dreadful  Storm  is. this?  We 
[\/ f  are  afllofl-,  weftialllplituponthe  Rocks.  Loof^  loot — — 
Jac.  Oh !  Oh  !  Mercy  !  Oh  I  was  afraid  of  this !  See  what  your 
wickednels  has  brought  me  to  ?  Mercy  !  Mercy  ! 

J).  Joh.  Take  away  thy  cowardly  Face,  it  offends  me,  RafcaL 
Capt.  Such  dreadful  claps  of  Thunder  I  never  yet  remember'd. 

E.  Joh.  Let  the  Clouds  roar  on,  and  vomit  all  their  .Sulphur  out, 

they  ne’r  Riall  fright  me.——  ^ 

jy.  Ant.  Thefe  are  the  Squibs  and  Crackers  of  the  Sky. 

X>.  Lop.  Fire  on,  Fire  on  *,  we  are  unmov’d. 

Capt .  The  Heavens  are  all  on  fire  thefe  unheard  of  Prodigies  amaze 

me.  . 

D.  Joh.  Can  you  that  have  Rood  fo  many  Cannons,  be  frighted  at 

the  farting  and  the  belching  of  a  Cloud  ? 

Maft.  Blefs  me,  Captain  !  Six  of  our  ForemaR-men  are  eyen  now 

ffruck  dead  with  Lightning. 

Sail.  O  that  clap  has  rent  our  MaRs  in  funder. 

Jac.  O  we  are  loft  !  You  can  Swim,  Sir  t,  pray  lave  me.  Sir,  for  mjr 
own  and  Families  lake. - 

D.  Joh.  Tols  thefe  cowardly  Rogues  over-board.  Captain,  Courage  L 
Let  the  Heavens  do  their  worR,  ’tis  b.ut  Drowning  at  laR. 

Jac.  But _ in  the  name  of  Heav’n,  but  Drowning,  quoth  he-,  your 

Drowning  will  prepare  you  for  Burning,  though  Oh,  Oh,  Oh.' 

Sail.  Captain,  Captain,  the  Ship’s  on  fire  in  the  Fore-caftle-— — 
Capt.  All  hands  to  work  upon  the  Forecaftle.  Heav’n  !  How  .it  bla¬ 
zes  already  !  [_Exit  Capt.. 

Jac.  Ola !  Oh  i  We  Burn,  we  Drown,  We  Sink,  Oh !  We  Penlh, 

We  are  LoR,  We  are  LoR.  Oh,  Oh,  Oh. 

Mafl.  O  horrid  Apparitions'!  Devils  Rand  and  guard  the  Fire,  and 

will  not  fuffer  us  to  quence  it.  We  are  loR.  - 

Enter  Captain, 

Capt.  In  all  the  dangers  I  have  been,  luch  horrors  I  never  knew*,  l  am. 
quite  unmann’d. 

JD.  Lop.  A  Man  and  fear :  ’Tis  but  dying  at  laR. 

X>.  Job.  I  never  yet  could  know  what  that  foolifta  thing  Fear  is. 

Ca;t.  Help,  help,  the  Fire  increaies.  What  horrid  lights  are  thefe . 

Where  e’re  I  turn  me,  fearful  Spirits  appear.  .  , 

f  Exeunt  Captain  and  Sailers . 

D.  Loh>- 


D.  Joh.  Let’s  into  the  Boat,  and  with  our  Swords  keep  out  all  others  ; 

D.  Ant.  While  they  are  bufie  about  the  Fire  we  may  ’fcape. 

D.  Lop.  If  we  get  from  hence,  we  certainly  fliall  periih  on  the 
Rocks - - 

D.  Joh.  I  warrant  you-—-—— 

Jac.  O  good  Gentlemen,  let  us  fhift  for  our  felves,  and  let  the  reft' 
Burn  or  Drown,  and  be  damn’d  and  they  will. 

D.  Joh.  No,  you  have  been  often  leaving  me :  Now  fliall  be  the 
time  we’ll  part.  Farewel. 

Jac.  Oh  !  I’ll  hand  by  you  while  I  live.  Oh  the  Devil,  the  Devil  1 
What  horrors  do  I  feel  ?  Oh  1  am  kill’d,  I  am  dead  ! 

LA  Thunder-clap firikes  Don  John  and  Jacomo  down. 

D.  Joh.  ’Sdeath !  Why  this  to  me  ?  You  paultry  fooliih  bugbear 
Thunder,  Am  I  the  mark  ofyour  fenfiefs  Rage  ? 

I).  Lop.  Nothing  but  accident.  Let’s  leap  into  the' Boat. 

D.  Ant.  The  Sailors  all  make  towards  us  )  they’ll  in  and  fink  it. 

D.  Joh.  Sirrah,  ifyou  come  on,  you  run  upon  my  Sword. 

Jac.  O  cruel  Tyrant !  I  burn,  I  drown, .  I  fink  !  Oh  I  die,  I  am  loft. 

Capt.  All  {flirt  aboard  }  we  perifli,  we  are  loft. 

Muji.  All  loft,  all  loft. 

LA  great  JhrieJt,  they  all  leap  over-hoard. 


Enter  an  old  Hermit. 

Herm.  This  Fourty  years  I’ve  liv’d  in  this  neighb’ring  Cave,  and 
from  thefe  dreadful  Cliffs  which  are  always  beaten  by  the  foaming  Sur¬ 
ges  of  the  Sea  }  beheld  the  Ocean  in  its  wildeft  Rage,  and  ne’r  yet  faw' 
a  Storm  fo  dreadful:  Such  horrid  ftaihes  of  Lightning,  and  iuch  claps 
of  Thunder,  never  were  in  my  remembrance.  Yon  Ship  is  all  on  fire, 
and  the  poor  miferable  Wretches  muft  all  perifli.  The  dreadful  Object 
melts  my  Heart,  and  brings  a  fioud  of  Tears  into  my  Eyes  :  It  is  prodi¬ 
gious,  for  on  the  fuddajn,  all  the  Heavens  are  clear  again,  and  the  in- 
raged  Sea  is  become  more  patient. 


Enter  Don  Francifco. 

J).  Fran.  Oh  Father,  have  you  not  been  frighted  at  this  Prodigious 
Storm,  and  at  yon  dreadful  fpedacle  ? 

Herm.  No  Man  that  has  an  apprehenfion,  but  wou’d  have  been  mov’d 
with  horror. 

D.  Fran.  ’Twas  the  moft  violent  Tempeft  I  ever  faw.  Hold,  yonder 
are  fome  coming  in  a  {mall  Veftel,  and  muft  neceftarily  fplit  upon  the 
Rock  }  I’ll  go  and  help  to  fuccor  ’em. 

Herm.  Here  are  fome  this  way,  juft  come  in  a  fmall  Boat : 

Go  you  to  thole,  and  thefe  I  will  affift— — —  * 

D.  Fran.  I’ll  hafte  to  their  relief -  f£v/r  Don  Francifco. 

Herm.  Hah  !  theie  are  come  fafe  to  Land,  three  Men,  goodly  Men 
they  leem  to  be  j  I  am  bound  in  Charity  to  lerve  thsm :  They  come  to¬ 
wards  me. 

E  2  Emr. 


(28) 

Enter  Don  John,  Don  Antonio,  and  Don  Lopez: 

D.  Joh.  Much  ado,  we  'are  Fife,  but  my  Man’s  loft  }  pox  on  him,  I 
fhall  mils  the  Fool,  it  was  a  neceftary  Blockhead. 

*  D.  Ant.  But  you  have  loft  your  Goods,  which  were  more  neceffary. 

I).  Lop.  Our  Jewels  and  Morey  we  have  all  about  us. 

D.  Joh.  It  makes  me  laugh  to  think,  how  the  Fools  we  left  behind 
were  puzl’d  which  death  to  chule,  Burning  or  Drowning-  ■■ — 

JD.  Ant.  But  how  ftiall  we  dilpole  of  our  felves,  we  are  plaguy  Wet 
and  Cold.  Hah!  What  old  Fool  is  that  ? 

D.  Lop.  It  is  a  Hermit,  a  fellow  of  mighty  Beard  and  SafKty. 

D.  Joh.  I  know  not  what  Sanffity  he  may  have,  but  he  has  Beard 
enough  to  make  an  Owl’s  Neft,  or  ftuff  a  Saddle  with. 

Herm:  Gentlemen,  I  lee  you  are  Shipwrack’d,  and  in  diftrefs  \  and 
my  Function  obliges  me  in  Charity,  to  liiccor  you  in  what  I  may. 

D.  Ant.  Alas!  What  canft  thou  help  us  to?  Doft  thou  know  of  ever 
a  Houle  near  hand,  where  we  may  be  fumifhed  with  lome  neceffaries  ? 

Herm .  On  the  other  fide  of  this  vaft  Rock,  there  is  a  fertile  and  a 
plealant  Valley,  were  one  Don  Francifco ,  a  rich  and  hoipitable  Man,  has 
a  liveet  Dwelling  he  will  entertain  you  nobly :  tie’s  gone  to  affift  feme 
Shipwrack’d  Perfens,  and  will  be  here  prefently.  In  the  mean  time* 
what  my  poor  Cave  can  afford,  you  ftiall  be  welcome  to. 

D.  Lop.  What  can  that  afford  ?  You  oblige  your  felf  to  Falling  and 
Abftinence - 

Herm.  I  have  ftudied  Phyfick  for  the  relief  of  needy  People,  and  I 
have  lome  Cordials  which  will  refrefh  you  \  I’ll  bring  one  to  you.  --  — 

f  Exit  Hermit. 

D .  Joh.  A  good  civil  old  Hypocrite  :  But  this  is  a  plealant  kind  of 
Religion,  that  obliges  ’em  to  naftinels  and  want  of  Meat,  I’ll  ha’  none; 
©n’t - 

D.  Ant.  No,  nor  of  any  other,  to  my  knowledge. 

,  A  .  %  . 

Enter  Hermit  with  a  Cordial. 

Herm.  Gentlemen,  pray  tafte  of  this  Viol,  it  will  comfort  your  cold 
Stomacks. 

D.  Joh.  Ha  1  tis  excellent  ’faith.  Let  it  go  round.. 

Herm.  Heav’n  blels  it  to  you. 

D.  Lop.  Ha !  it  warms. 

D.  Ant.  Thank  thee,  thou  art  a  very  honeft  old  Fellow  i’faith. 

D.  Joh.  1  fee  thou  art  very  civil  \  but  you  mull  fupply  us  with  one.- 
neceftary  more ,  a  very  neceffary  thing,  and  very  refrelhing. 

Herm.  What’s  that.  Sir?  , 

D.  Joh.  It  is  a  Whore,  a  fine  young  buxom  Whore. 

S  Lop',  j*  ^  Whore,  Old  Man,  a  Whore. 

Herm.  Blefs  me,  are  you  Men  or  Devils  ? 

Joh v  Men,  Men,  and  men  of  lull  and  vigor.  Pre’fchee,  old  Sot,. 

leave 


■  •  leave  thy  prating  and  help  me  to  a  Strumpet,  a  fine  falacious  Strumpet 
I  know  you  Zealots  have  enough  of’em.  Women  love  your  godly 
Whore  matters.  J  b  y 

Horn.  Oh  Monfters  of  Impiety !  are  you  fo  lately  fcap’d  the  wrath 
of  Heaven,  thus  to  provke  it  1 

D.  Ant.  How  !  by  following  the  Diftates  of  Nature,  who  can  do 
otherwile  ? 

D.  Lop.  All  our  Actions  are  neceilitated,  none  command  their  own 
wills. 


Herm.  Oh  horrid  blalphemy !  would  you  lay  your  dreadful  and  unheard 
of  vices  upon  Heaven?  Ko,  ill  men,  that  has  given  you  free  will  to  good 

L.  Joh.  I  find  thou  retir’ft  here,  and  never  read’ft  or  think’ft. 

Can  that  blind  faculty  the  Will  be  free 

When  it  depends  upon  the  Underftanding  ?  , 

Which  argues  firff  before  the  Will  can  chufe 
And  the  laft  Dictate  of  the  Judgment  fways 
The  Will,  as  in  a  Balance,  the  latt  Weight 
Put  in  the  Icale,  lifts  up  the  other  end. 

And  with  the  fame  Neceftity.  *  rf 

Herm.  But  foolifh  men  and  finners  aft  againft  ‘  •  . 

Their  Underftandings,  which  inform  ’em  better. 

D.  Ant.  None  willingly  .do  any  thing  againft  the  laft 
Dictates  of  their  Judgments,  whatfoe’re  men  do, 

.Their  prefent  opinions  lead  ’em  to. 

D.  Lop.  As  fools  that  are  afraid  of  Sin,  are  by  the  thought 
Of  prelent  pleafore,  or  fome  other  reafon, 

Neceftarily  byafs’d  to  purflie 

The  opinion  they  are  of  at  that  moment. 

Herm.  The  underftanding  yet  is  free,  and  might  perfuade  ’em  better, 

D.  Joh .  The  Underftanding  never  can  be  free  ) 

For  what  we  underftand,  fpite  of  our  felves  we  do  : 

All  objefts  are  ready  form’d  and  plac’d  a 

To  our  hands  }  and  thefe  the  Senfes  to  the  Mind  convey, 

And  as  thole  reprelent  them,  this  muft  judge  : 

How  can  the  Will  be  free,  when  the  underftanding. 

On  which  the  Will  depends,  cannot  be  fo. 

Herm.  Lay  by  your  devillifli  Philofophy,  and  change  the  dangerous 
and  deftruftive  courle  of  your  lead  lives. 

D.  Ant.  Change  our  natures  \  Go  bid  a  Blackamore  be  white,  we 
follow  our  Conftitutions,  Which  we  did  not  give  our  felves. 

I>.  Lop.  What  we  are,  we  are  by  Nature,  our  realon  tells  us  we  mutt: 
follow  that. 

I).  Joh.  Our  Conftitutions  tell  us  or  e  thing,  and  yours  another ;  and 
..which  muft  we  obey  ?  If  we  be  bad,  ’tis  Natures  fault  that  made  us  fo. 

Herm.  Farewel.  I  dare  no  longer  hear  your  impious  iucourfe.  Such- 
hardened  Wretches  I  ne’r  heard  or  yet. 

0  rr$*  nit*- 


W'-V'.A 


V-  Ant.  Farwel  old  Fool.  n 

jy.  job.  Thus  Sots  condemn  what  they  can  never  anfwer. 

Enter  Don  Francilco. 

This  I  believe  is  Francifc'o ,  whom  he  Ipoke  of,  ifhe  has  but  a  handfome 
Wife,  or  Daughters,  we  are  happy. 

D.  Lop.  Sir,  we  are  fhipwrackedmen,  andifyoucandireT  us  to  a  place, 

where  we  may  be  furnilhed  with  fome  neceftaries,  you  will  oblige  us - 

D.  Fran.  Gentlemen,  I  have  a  houle  hard  by,  you  fhall  be  welcome 
to  it :  1  even  now  endeavoured  to  foccor  a  Youth  and  beauteous  Woman 
who,  with  two  Sailers,  in  a  Boat,  were  driven  towards  thefe  Rocks,  but 
were  forced  back  again,  and,  I  rear,  are  loft  by  this  time.  I  deftre  no¬ 
thing  more, than  to  aftift  men  in  extremes, and  am  o’r- joy’d  at  the  oppor¬ 
tunity  of  lerving  you. 

J).  Job.  We  thank  you. 

T).  Fran .  You ih&ll command myhoule  as  long  as  you  pleafe :  I  fee  you 
are  Cavaliers,  and  hope  you  will  bear  with  fome  inconvenience.  1  have 
two  young,  and,  though  I  fiy  it,  handfome  Daughters,  who  are,  to 
morrow  morning  to  be  married  j  the  Solemnity  will  bring  much  company 
together,  which,  1  tear,  may  incomode  my  houfe  and  you— — 
jD.  Ant.  You  pole  us  with  this  kindnefs. 

D.  Job.  What  ever  pleafos  you,  cannot  be  inconvenient  to  us. 

D.  Lop.  On  the  contrary,  we  fhall  be  glad  to  aifift  you  at  the  Cere¬ 
mony,  and  help  to  make  up  the  joyful  Chorus. 

D.  Fran.  You  fhall  command  my  houfe  and  me  ; 

I’ll  fhew  you  the  way  to  it.  _  , 

D.  Job.  Your  humble  Servant.  We’ll  follow  yGu. 

{Exit  Don  Francilco. 

This  is  an  admirable  adventure. 

He  has  Daughters,  Boys,  and  to  be  married  too : 

If  they  have  been  fo  fooliih,  to  prelerve  thole 

Toys,  they  call  Maidenheads  ,  their  fen  tie  Is  P 

Husbands  fhall  not  be  troubled  with  them  : 

I'll  eale  them  of thole.  Pox,  what  fhould  thole  dull 
Drudging  Animals,  call’d  Husbands,  do  with  fuch  Treafures  : 

•  Ko,  they  are  for  honeft  Whore-mailers,  Boys. 

D.  Ant.  Well  laid,  Don  j  we  will  not  be  wanting  in  our  endeavours 
to  fucceed  you. 

D.  Lop.  To  you  alone  we  muft  give  place.  Aliens.  {Exeunt. 

Enter  Hermit ,  Maria  in  Ma-ns  habit ,  and  Leonora. 

Herm.  Heaven  be  prailed,  you  are  lately  now  on  Land. 

Mar.  We  thank  you,  reverend  Father,  lor  your  aftiftahee. 

Leon .  We  never  ihall  forget  the  obligation. 

Herm.  I  am  happy  to  be  lo  good  an  Inftrurpent. 

Leon..  We  followed  a  Veflel,  which  we  law  hied  with  Lightning, 
and  we  fear  that  none  of ’em  elcaped, 

- 
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Mar.  I  hope  the  Villain  Lpurfue  has  fcap’d.  I  would  not  berfc~ 
venged  by  Heaven,  but  my  own  hand;  or,  if  not  by  that,  by  the  Hang¬ 
man’s.  '  '  * 

Leon*  Did  any  come  to  land  ?  For  I  muft  nearly  am  concern’d  for 
one ;  the  grief  for  whom,  if  he  be  loft,  will  foon,  I  fear  deftroy  me. 

Arm.  Here  were  three  of  that  company  came  late  to  Land;  but  fiich 
impious  .Wretches,  as  did  not  defence  to  e leaps,  and  fiich  as  no  vertuohs 
perfon  can  be  concerned  for,  fare;  Iwasftilf  with  fear  and  horror 
when  1  heard  ’em  talk. 

Afar.  Three,  fay  you  ? 

Leon .  By  this  lad  defeription  it  muft  be  Bon  John ,  and  his  two  Wicked 
Affociates ;  I  am  afham’d  to  confefs  the  tendernefs  1  have  for  him.  Why 
Ihould  I  love  that  Wretch  ?  Oh  my  too  violent  paflion  hurries  me  I 
know  not  whether  !  into  what  fearful  dangerous  Labyrinths  of  mifery 
will  it  conduct  me. 

Mar.  Were  they  Gentlemen  ? 

Herm.  By  their  out-fide  they  feem’d  fa,  but  their  in-fides  declared 
them  Devils. 

Mar.  Heaven  !  it  muft  be  the  Villain  and  his  barbarous 
Companions.  They  are  referved  for  my  revenge  : 

Aflift  me,  Heaven,  in  that  juft  caufe. 

Oh,  Villain,  Villain!  inhuman  Villain!  1 

Each  minute  is,  me-thinks,  a  tedious  Age, 

Till  I  have  dipt  my  hands  in  thy  hearts  biood. 

Herm.  You  feem’d  o’r-joy’d  at  thenews  of  their  fafe  arrival  r  Can  any 
have  a  kindnefs  for  fiich  diilolute  abandon’d  Athiefts. 

Mar.  No;  ’tis  revenge  that  I  purfue  againft  the  bafeft  of  all  Villains. 

Herm.  Have  a  care;  Revenge  is  Heavens,  and  muft  not  be  ufurped 
by  Mortals. 

Mar.  Mine  is  revenge  for  Rapes  and  cruel  murders,  and  thofe  Hea¬ 
ven  leaves  to  Earth  to  punifh. 

Herm.  They  are  horrid  crimes,  but  Magiftrates  muft  punifh  them. 

Leon,  What  do  I  hear  ?  Were  he  the  bafeft  of  all  men,  my  love  is  fo 
head-ftrong  and  fo  wild  within  me,  I  muft:  endeavour  to  prelerve  him, 
or  deftroy  my  felf:  To  what  deplorable  condition  am  I  fall  n  ?  What 
chains  are  thefe  that  hold  me  ?  Oh  that  I  could  break  them  !  and  yet  I 


wou’d  not  if  I  cou’d ;  Oh  my  heart ! 

Herm.  They  are  gone  to  one  Don  Francifco’s  houfe,  that  Road  wiil 
bring  you  to  it ;  ’tis  on  the  other  fide  of  this  Rock,  in  a  plealant  V  alley. 
I  have  not  ftir’d  thefe  fourty  years  from  thele  fmail  bounds,  or  i  wou  d 
give  him  notice  what  Devils  he  harbours  in  his  houfe.  You  will  do  well 
to  do  it.  ■  *  ■ 

Jac.  (within )  Help,  help,  murder!  I  am  drown’d,.  I  am  dead  a 
Help,  help!  *.  . 

Herm.  Hah  !  what  voice  is  that  ?  I  muft  aflift  him - *  . 

Mar.  Father,  farewel.  Come,  Madam,  will  you  go  to  this  houfe . 

Now  Moufter,  for  my  revenge. 
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Leon.  I  will  *,  but  for  different  ends  we  go  }  !  jf 

tis  Love  conducts  me,  but  Revenge  brings  you. 

Exeunt  Maria,  Leonora.' 

*j*c.  Oh  Help,  Help  !  I  Sink,  I  Sink  ! 

Hertn.  Poor  Man,  lure  he  is  almoft  drown’d. 

%ic.  No,  not  yet}  I  have  only  drunk  fomethink  too  much  of  a  feurvy 
impteafant  Liquor.  ’  7 

Herm.  Reach  me  your  hand - -  [/>$//  him  out. 


J.tc.  Ay,  and  my  heart  too  }  Oh  !  Oh ! 

Sir,  a  tliouiand  1  hanks  to  you  :  I  vow  ,to  Gad,  y’are  a  very  civil  per- 
fon,  and,  as  I  am  and  honett  Man,  have  done  me  the  greateft  kindneis  in 
the  World,  next  to  the  piece  of  the  Matt  which  I  floated  upon,  which 
l  muff  ever  love  and  honour  }  I  am  forry  it  fwam  away,  I  wou’d  have 
prelerv  d  it,  and  hung  it  up  in  the  feat  offour  antiend  Family. 

Herm.  1  hank  Heaven  for  your  deliverance ,  and  leave  fuch  vain 
Thoughts. ' 

j.ic.  I  do  with  all  my  heart  }  but  I  am  not  fetled  enough  to  fay  my 
Prayers  yet:  Pray,  Father,  do  you  forme}  ’tis  nothing  with  you,  you 
are  us’d  to  it,  it  is  your  Trade. 

Herm..  Away,  vain  Man  }  you  fpeak  as  if  you  had  drunk  too  deeply 
of  another  Liquor  than  Sea-water.  7 

rfac\  NTo,  I  have  not,  but  I  wou’d  fain :  Where  may  a  Man  light  of 
a  Glats  of  good  Wine  ?  I  would  gladly  have  an  Antidote  to  my  Poifon. 
Methinks,  Pah  !  thefe  Fifhes  have  but  a  feurvy  time}  I  auj  fure  they 
have, very  ill  drinking.  7, 

Herm.  Farewel  ,  and  learn  more  Devotion  and  Thankfulnefs  to 
Heav’n -  [£.«>  Hermlt_ 


Jnc.  Ha  !  ’tis  uncivilly  done  to  leave  a  Man  in  a  ttrange  Country. 
But  thele  Hermits  have-no  breeding.  Poor  Jacomo,  Dear  Jacomo.  how 
I  love  thy  Perfon,  how  glad  am  I  to  fee  thee  fafe  ?  For  I  fwear,  1  think 
thou  art  as  honett  a  fellow  as  e’re  I  met  with.  Well,  farewel,  thou 
wicked  Element  •,  if  ever  I  truft  thee  again - .Well,  Haddocks,  I  de¬ 

ne  you,  you  fhall  have  none  of  me,  not  a  Collop  }  no,  no,  I  will  be  eaten 
by  W  ornis,  as  all  my  Anceftors  have  been.  If  Heaven  will  but  prelerve 
me  Irony  the  Moutters  of  the  Land,  my  Matter  and  his  two  Compani¬ 
ons  (who,  I  hope,  are  drown’d)  I’ll  prelerve  my  felffrom thole  of  the 

Sea.  I  et  me  fee,  here  is  a  path - this  mutt  lead,  to  fo me  Houfe.  I’ll 

go,  for  I  am  plaguy  fick  witii  this  Salt  waier.  Pah^ - [_Exit  jacomo. 


^  L-nter  Clara  and  Flavin  with  her  two  Jhfaids. 

CJ.ir.  Oh,  Flavin,  this  will  be  our  iaft  happy  Night,  to  Morrow  is 
oui  execytion  day  }  we  mutt  Marry. 

Flav.  Ay,  Clara,  we  are  condemn’d  without  Reprieve.  ’Tis  better 
to  hve  as  we  have  done,  kept  from  all  Men,  than  for  each  to  be  con- 

likeQ  t0  °re*  Wh°m  yet  we  never  and  a  thou  land  to  one  fhail  never 

Clar.  Out  on’t,  a  Spanifh  Wife  has  a  worfe  life  than  a  coop’d  Chicken. 
v  -  Fla. 


humO, WV.'ff  f  fWT*:  1 7  Mr  <  .  •  .  «  * 

‘  A  iinging  Bird  in  a  < 

poor  Animal,  call’d  a  Wife, 

Clar.  Birds  are  made  tame  by  being  Cag’d,  but  Women  grow  wild 
by  confinement,  and  that  I  fear,  my  Husband  will  find  to  his  coft. 

Flav. sNone  live  pleafantly  here,  but  thole  who  fhould.  be  miserable, 
Strumpets  :  They  can  choofe  their  Mates,  but  we  muff  be  like  Slaves 
condemn’d  to  the  G allies }  we  have  not  liberty  to  fell  our  Selves,  or 
.venture  one  throw  for  our  freedom.  ~ 

Clar.  O  that  we  were  in  England !  there,  they- fay,  a  Lady  may  chufe 
a  Footman,  and  run  away  with  him,  if  fhe  likes  him,  and  no  difhonour 
to  the  Family. 

Flav.  That’s  becaufe  the  Families  are  fo  very  Honourable,  that  no¬ 
thing  can  touch  them  :  Their  Wives  run  and  ramble  whither,  and  with 
whom  they  pleafe,  and  defie  all  cenlure. 

Clar .  Ay,  and  a  jealous  Husband  is  a  more  monftrous  Creature  there, 
than  a  Wittal  here,  and  wou’d  be  more  pointed  at:  They  fay,  it  a  Man 
be  jealous  there,  the  Women  will  all  joyn  and  pull  him  to  pieces. 

Flav.  Oh  happy  Country!  we  ne’r  touch  Money,  there  the.  Wives 
can  Ipend  their  Husband’s  Eftate  for  ’em.  Oh  Blefs’d  Country  ! 

Clar.  Ay,  there  they  lay  the  Husbands  are  the  prettieft  civil  eafie 
good  natur’d  indifferent  Perfons  in  the  whole  World }  they  ne’r  mind 
what  their  Wives  do,  not  they. 

Flav.  Nay,,  they  fay,  they  love  thole  men  be  ft  that  are  kindeft  to 
their  Wives.  Good  Men  !  Poor  Hearts.  And  here,  if  an  honeft  Gen¬ 
tleman  offers  a  Wife  a  Civility  by  the  By,  our  bloody  Butcherly  Hus¬ 
bands  are  cutting  of  Throats  prelently - 

Clar.  Oh  that  we  had  thefe  frank  civil  Englijbmen ,  inftead  of  our 
grave  dull  luriy  Spanijh  Blockheads,  whole  greateft  Honour  lies  in  pre- 
ferving  their  Beards  and  Foreheads  inviolable. 

Flav.  In  England,  if  a  Husband  and  Wife  like  not  one  another,  they 
draw  two  feveral  ways,  and  make  no  bones  on’t,  while  the  Husband 
Treats  his  Miftriis  openly  in  his  Glals  Coach  j  the  Wife,  for  Decency’s 
fake,  puts  on  her  Vizar,  and  whips  away  in  a  Hackney  with  a  Gallant, 
and  no  harm  done. 

Clar.  Though  of  late  ’tis  as  unfashionable  for  a  Husband  to  love  his 
Wife  there,  as  ’tis  here,  yet  ’tis  fafhionable  for  her  to  love  feme  body 
elfe,  and  that’s  fomething. 

Flav.  Nay,  they  fay,  Gentlemen  will  keep  company  With  a  Cuckold 
there,  as  foon  as  another  Man,  and  ne’r  wonder  at  him. 

Clar.  Oh  happy  Country  !  there  a  Woman  may  chufe  for  her  felfj 
and  none  will  into  the  Trap  of  Matrimony  y  unlefs  fhe  likes  the  Bait  y 
but  here  we  are  tumbled  headlong  and  blindtold  into  it. 

Flav.  We  are  us’d  as  they  ufe  Hawks,  never  unhooded,  or  whiffled 
off,  till  they  are  juft  upon  the  Quarry. 

.  Clar.  And  ’tis  for  others,  not  our  lelves,  we  too. 

Flav.  No  more,  this  does  but  put  us  in  mind  of  our  mifery. 

F  Clar o 


* 

lage  is  a  Princely  Creature, compar’d  to  that 

here. 


f  ■  f  '  ■  :}■. 
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C/^r.  ■  It  does  fo :  But  prethee  let’s  be  merry  one  night,  to  Morrow 
is  our  laft.  Farewel  all  Happinels. 

Flav.  O  that  this  happy  day  would  Iaft  our  Lives  time.  But  prethce, 
my  Dear,  let’s  have  thy  Song,  and  divert  our  Selves  as  well  as  we  can 
in  the  mean  time. 

Clxr.  ’Tis  a  little  too  wanton. 


c lar.  libit  littic  t uu  wtujcuii. 

-pi xv.  Prethee  let’s  be  a  little  wanton  this  Evening,  to  Morrow  tvs 
muft  take  our  leaves  on’t. 


Clar .  Come  on  then  j  our  Maids  fhall  joyn  in  the  Chorus  •• 
Here  they  are.  > 


S  O  N  C 


WOrnan  who  is  by  Nature  wild. 
Dull  bearded  Men  inclofes  } 
Of  Nature’s  freedom  we’re  beguil’d 
•  By  Laws  which  Man  impofes  : 
Who  fill  himf elf  continues  free, 

Tet  we  poor  Slaves  mufi  fetter’d  be* 

Chor.  A  fame  on  the.  Cur fe 
Of  ,  For  better  for  worfe  ; 

T is  a  vile  impofition  on  Nature  : 

For  Women  fould  change, 

And  have  freedom  to  range , 
Like  to  every  other  wild  Creature . 

So  gay  a  thing  was  ne’r  defign’d 
To  be  refrain’d  from  roving 
Heav’n  meant  fo  changeable  a  Mind 
Should  have  its  change  in  loving • 

3y  cunning  we  could  make  Men  fnart , 
But  they  by  .fir  ength  o'recome  our  Art. 

Chor.  A  fame  on  the  Curfe 
Of,  For,  &c. 

Mow  happy  is  the  Pillage  Maid, 

Whom  only  Love  can  fetter^ 
Byfoolif  Honour  ne’r  betray’d. 

She  ferves  a  Power  much  greater : 
That  lawful  Prince  the  wifefi  rules , 
Th’  Vfurper’s  Honour  rules  but  Pools » 

Chor.  AJfiame  on  the  Cur  ft 
Of  For,  &c. 


Let  us  refume  cur  antiem  Right, 

Make  Man  at  difiance  wonder  $ 

' Though  be  victorious  be  in  Fight , 

In  Love  we'll  keep  him  under. 

War  and  Ambition  hence  be  hurl'd. 

Let  Love  and  Beauty  rule  the  World. 

Chor.  A  (hame  on  the  Curfe  \ 

Of,  For  better,  &c. 

Flav.  Oh,  dear  Clara,  that  this  were  true  !  But  now  let’s  home,  our 
Father  will  mils  us.  ' 

Clar.  No,  he’s  walk’d  abroad  with  the  three  Shipwrack’d  Gentlemen. 

Flav.  They’re  proper  handfome  Gentlemen  but  the  chief,  whom 
they  call  Don  John,  exceeds  the  reft. 

Clar.  1  never  law  a  finer  perlon  5  pray  Heaven  either  of  our  Husbands 
prove  as  good.  ' 

Flav.  Do  not  name  ’em.  Let  the  Maids  go  home,  and  if  my  Father 
be  there,  let  him  know  we  are  here.  {JExeunt  Maids . 

Clar.  In  the  mean  time,  if  he  be  thereabouts,  do  you  go  down  that 
Walk,  and  I’ll  go  this  way,  and  perhaps  one  of  us  ftiall  light  on  him. 

Flav .  Agreed.  \JExeunt  Amboc 

Enter  Don  John,  Don  Lopez,  Don  Antonio. 

D.  Joh.  Where  have  you  left  the  Old  Man,  Don  Franci'fco f 

D.  Lop.  He’s  very  bufie  at  home,  feeing  all  things  prepar’d  for  his 
Daughters  Weddings  to  Morrow. 

D.  Joh.  His  Daughters  are  gone  this  way :  If  you  have  any  friendihip 
for  me,  go  and  watch  the  Old  Man  \  and  if  he  offers  to  come  towards 
us,  divert  him,  that  I  may  have  freedom  to  attack  his  Daughters. 

D.  Ant.  You  may  be  lure  of  us,  thathave  lerv’d  you  with  our  Lives : 
belides,  the  juftice  of  this  Caufe  will  make  us  ierve  you.  Adieu. 

f  Exeunt  Don  Lop,  Don  Ant. 

D.  Joh.  Now  for  my  Virgins,  Aftift  me  Love.  Fools,  you  fhall 
have  no  Maidenheadsto  Morrow  night.  Husbands  have  Maidenheads! 
no*,  no— .poor  fneaking  Fools. 

Enter  Jacomo. 

Jac.  I  have  loft  my  way,  I  think  1  fhall  never  find  this  Houle  :  But 
I  fhall  never  think  my  felf  out  of  the  way,  unlefs  I  meet,  my  impious 
Mafter  Heaven  grant  he  be  Drown’d. 

D.  Joh.  How  now,  Rafcal,  are  you  alive  ? 

Jac .  Oh  Heaven  !  -He’s  here.  Why  was  this  leud  Creature  fav’d;  I 
am  in  a  worfe  condition  than  ever  *,  now  I  have  fcap’d  Drowning,  he 
brings  hanging  freih  into  my  Memory. 

D.  Joh.  What  mute,  Sirrah  ? 

Jac.  Sir,  I  am  no  more  your  Servant,  you  parted  with  me,  I  think 

F  2  you. 


you,  Sir,  l  am  beholding  to  you  :  Farewel,  good  Sir,  I  am  my  own 
Man  now— - -  ,  > 

D.  Joh.  No :  Though  you  are  a  Rogue,  you  are  -a  neceffary  Rogue, 
and  I’ll  not  part  with  you. 

Jac.  I  muft  be  gone,  1  dare  not  venture  further  with  you. 

b.  Joh.  Sirrah,  Do  you  know  me,  and  dare  you  fay  this  to  me?  Have 
at  your  Guts,  I  will  rip  you  from  the  Navel  to  the  Chin. 

Jac.  O  good  Sir,  hold,  hold.  He  has  got  me  in  his  clutches,  1  fhail 
never  get  loole — -Oh  !  Oh  ! 

D.  Joh.  Come  Dog,  follow  me  dole,  flinking  Rafcal. 

Jac.  I  am  tOo  well  pickl’d  in  the  Salt-water  to  ft  ink,  I  tjiank  you,  I 
fhail  keep  a  great  while.  But  you  were  a  very  generous  Man,  to  leaye 
a  Gentleman,  your  Friend  in  danger,  as  you  did  me.  I  have  reafon  to 
follow  you:  But  ifl  lerve  you  not  in  your  kind,  then  am  I  a  fows’d 
Sturgeon. 

D .  Joh.  Follow  me,  Sirrah  ^  I  lee  a  Lady. 

Jac.  Are  you  fo  fierce  already  ? 


V 


Enter  Clara  finging,  A  Ihame  on  the  Curie,  &c. 

Clar.  Ha  !  This  is  the  Stranger  } 

What  makes  him  here  ? 

X>.  Joh.  A  delicate  Creature.  Ha!  This  is  the  Lady. 

How  happy  am  I  to  meet  you  here - 

Clar.  What,  meane  you.  Sir  ? 

D.  Joh.  I  was  undong  enough  before,  withueeing  yourTifrure  in  the 
Gallery}  but  1  lee  you  have  more  Excellencies  than  Beauty,  your  Voice 
needed  not  have  conlpir’d  with  that  to  ruin  me. 

Clar.  Have  you  leen  my  Picture  ? 

V.  Joh.  And  lov’d  it  above  all  things  I  ever  law,  but  the  Original, 
l  am  loft  beyond  beyond  redemption,  unlels  you  can  pity  me. 

Jac.  (afidcj  He  has  been  loft  a  hundred  times,  but  he  always  finds 
himlelf  again - and  me  too  }  a  pox  on  him. 

J).  Joh.  When  Love  had  taken  too  faft  hold  on  me,  ever  to  let  me 
go,  1  too  late  found  you  were  to  Morrow  to  be  Marry ’d. 

Clar.  Yes,  lam  condemn’d  to  one  I  never  law,  and. you  are  come  to 
railly  me  and  my  misfortunes. 

Jac.  Ah,  Madam,  lay  not  lo,  my  Mafter  is  always  in  earneft. 

X).  Joh.  So  much  1  am  in  earneft  now,  that  if  you  have  no  way  to 
break  this  Marriage  off,  and  pity  me,  I  loon  ihall  repent  1  ever  came  to 
Land:,  I  fhail  lufferaworle  wrack  upon  the  Shore,  here  I  fhail  finger  out 
my  life  in  the  worftof  pains,  delpairing  Love }  their  Ifhould  haveperilh’d 
quickly™ 

Jac.  Ah  poor  Man!  he’s  in  a  defperate  condition,  I  pity  him  with  all 
my  heart _ 

D.  Joh.  Peace,  Rafcal.  Madam,  this  is  the  only  opportunity  I  am 
like  to  have  }  Give  me  leave  to  improve  it. 

Clar.  Sure,  Sir,  you  cannot  be  in  earneft* . 


-V 


Iff  •  ^ 

D.  If  all  the  Oaths  under  the  Sun  can  convince  you,  -Madam 
T  fwear 


Jac.  O  Sir,  Sir,  have  a  care  of  Swearing,  for  fear  you  fhould,  once 
in  your  life,  be  forfworn— — 


D.  Joh.  Peace,  Dog,  or  I  fhal)  flit  your  Wind-pipe. 

Jac.  Nay,  I  know  if  he  -be  forfworn,  ’tis  the  firft  time,  that’s  cer¬ 
tain.  sM- ' 


Clar.  But,  Sir,  if  you  be  in  earneft,  and  I  had  an  inclination.  ’Tis 
impoilible  to  bring  it  about,  my  Father  has  difpos’d  of  me. 

D.  Job.  Difpofe  of  y  our  felt]  I’ll  do  well  enough  with  him,  and  my 
Fortune  and  Quality  are  too  great*for  him,  for  whom  you  are  intended, 
to  diipute  with  me. 

Clar.  If  this  be  true,  wpu’d  you  win  a  Woman  at  firfl:  fight  ? 

V.  Job .  Madam,  this  is  like  to  be  the  firfl:  and  laft  j  to  Morrow  is 
the  fatal  day  that  will  undo  me. 

Jac.  Courage,  -Don,  Matters  go  well. 

Clar.  Nay,  I  had  rather  have  a  Peafant  of  my  own  chufmg,— ** 
than  an  Emperor  of  another’s.  He  is  a  handfome  Gentleman,  and  feems  - 
to  be  of  Quality :  Oh  that  he  could  rid  me  of  my  intended  flavery. 

1  \JAfide. 

Sir,  talk  not  of  impofiible  things }  for  could  I  wifh  this,  my  Father’s* 
Honour  will  not  iuffer  him  to  dilpenfe  with  his  promife. 

D>  Job.  I’ll  carry  you  beyond  his  power,  and  your  intended  Huf- 
-band’s  too. ’ 

Clar.  It  cannot  be }  but  I  muff  leave  you,  I  dare  not  be  feen  with 
youd  - - 

D.  Joh.  Remember  the  fhort  time  you  have  to  think  on  this  :  Will 
you  let  me  perifh  without  relief?  If  you  will  have  pity  on  a  wretched 
Man,  I  have  a  Prieft  in  my  company,  I’ll  Marry  you,  and  we’ll  find 
means  to  fly  early  in  the  Morning,  before  the  houfe  are  ftirring. 

Clar >  I  confefs  I  am  to  be  condemn’d  to  a  flavery,  that 'nothing  can 
be  worfe  •,  yet  this  were  a  rafh  attempt. 

D.  Joh.  If  you  will  not  confent  to  my  jufb  defires,  I  am  refolvM  to- 
kill  my  felf,  and  fall  a  Sacrifice  to  your  difdain.  Speak,  fpeak  my 
doom———  [ [Holds  his  Sword  to  his  Breajl- 

Clar.  Hold,  hold - 

Jac .  Ay,  hold,  hold :  Poor  foolifh  Woman,  fhe  fhou’d  not  need  to 
bid  him  hold. 

Clar.  I’ll  find  a  means  this  night  to  fpeak  with  you  alone  }  but  I  fear, 
this  is  but  for  your  diverfion. 

Jac.  Yes,  ’tis  for  diverfion  indeed  *,  the  common  diverfion  of  all  the 
World. 

D.  Joh.  By  all  that’s  great  and  good  my  Intentions  age -Honoura¬ 
ble. 

Clar.  Farewel,  Sir,  I  dare  not  flay  longer. 

D.  Jok.  Will  you  keep  your  Word,  Madam  ? 

Jac,  You’ll  keep  yours,,  no  doubt—— ^ 


Cl/r.  l.witl,  any  thing  rather  than  marry  one  I  cannot  love,  as  1  can 

no  man  of  anothers  choofing. 

D.  Joh.  Remember,  Madam,  I  perilh  if  you  do  not  *,  I  have  only  one 
thing  to  fay,  Keep  this  Secret  from  your  Sifter,  till  we  have  effected  it  \ 
1*11  give  you  fufficient  reafon  for  what  I  lay.  \LExit  Clar* 

Yt 'Borin,  Yittoria,  I  have  her  faft,  foe’s  my  own. 

Jac.  You  are  a  hopeful  man,  you  may  come  to  good  in  time. 

Enter  Flavia. 

D.  Joh.  Here  is  the  other  Sifter  *,  have  at  her. 

Jac.  Why,  Sir,  Sir  ,  have  you  no  conference  ? 

Will  not  one  at  once  ferve  your  turn  ? 

D.  Joh.  Stand  by,  Fool.  Let  me  lee,  you  are  the  Lady. 

Flav.  What  lay  you  Sir  ? 

D.  Joh.  You  have  lately  taken  up  a  ftray  heart  of  mine,  I  hope  you 
do  not  intend  to  detain  it,'  without  giving  me  your  own  in  exchange. 

Fl.iv.  Ia  heart  of  yours?  Since  when,  good  Sir?  You  are  but  this 
day  Ihip  wrack’d  on  this  Coaft,  and  never  law  my  face  before.. 

D.  Joh.  1  faw  your  Pifture,  and  I  law  your  motion,  both  lo  charm¬ 
ing,  I  could  not  refill:  them  }  but  now  I  have  a  nearer  view,  I  fee  plain¬ 
ly  I  am  loft.  1  -  ♦ 

Flav.  A  goodly  handlome  man  !  but  what  can  this  mean  ? 

D.  Joh.  Such  killing  Beauties  I  ne’r  law  before  }  my  heart  is  irrevo¬ 
cably  gone. 

Flav.  Whether  is  it  gone,  Sir?  I  allure  you  I  have  no  luch  thing  a 
bout  me,  that  I  know  of 

D.  Joh .  Ah,  Madam,  if  you  wou’d  give  me  leave  to  fearch  you,  l 
foould  find  it  in  fome  little  comer  about  you,  thatfeall  be  namelels. 

Flav.  It  cannot  be  about  me,  I  have  none  but  my  own,  and  that  l 
muft  part  with  to  morrow  to  1  know  not  whom. 

D.  Joh.  Ifthe  moft  violent  love  that  man  e’r  knew  can  e’r  defer ve 
that  treafure,  it  is  mine  \  if  you  give  that  way,  you  lofe  the  trueft  Lo¬ 
ver  that  e’r  languiilf d  yet. 

Jac.  What  can  be  the  end  of  this  }  Sure  Blood  muft  follow  this  dis¬ 
honour  of  the  Family,  and  I  unfortunate,  lhall  have  my  throat  cut  for 
company. 

Flav.  Do  you  know  .where  you  are  ? 

JD.  Joh.  Yes,  Madam,  in  Spain ,  where  opportunities  are  very  fearce 
and  thole  that  are  wife  make  ufe  of ’em  as  loon  as  they  have  ’em. 

Flav.  You  have  a  mind  to  divert  your  felf }  but  I  muft  leave  you^  'I 
am  dilpofed  to  be  more  ferious. 

D.  Joh.  Madam,  1  ftvear  by  ail - - 

Jac.  Hold,  hold  ^  will  you  be  forllvom  again  ? 

D.  Joh.  Peace,  Villain,  I  lhall  cut  that  tongue  out. 

Flav.  Farewel,  I  cannot  ftay.  f  Exit  Flavia. 

T>.  Joh.  I’ll  not  leave  her  \  I’ll  thaw  her  if  fee  were  Ice,  before  I  have 
done  with  her. 


v  j 

fa.  There  Is  no  end  ofthis  lewdnels.  Well,  I  muft  be  kill’d  or  hangki 
Once  for  hi!,  and  there’s  and  end  on’t.  [Exeunt. 


Enter  Marla  and  Leonora. 

Leon.  I  am  faint  With  what  I  luffered  at  Sea,  and  with  my  wandring 
fince  , '  let  us  repole  a  little,  we  Ihall  not  find  this  houie  to  night. 

Mar.  I  ne’r  /hall  reft  till  I  have  found  Don  Frandfco’s  houle  }  but  I’ll 
fit  down  awhile. 

Leon.  I  hope  he  will  not  find  it,  till  I  have  found  means  to  give  Don 
John  warning  of  his  cruel  intentions:  I  would  lave  his  life,  who  I  fear, 
would  not  do  that  for  me.  But  in  the  milerable  cale  that  1  am  in,  if  he 
denies  his  love,  death  would  be  the  welcom’ft  thing  on  earth  to  me. 

Mar.  Oh  my  Ottavio!  how  does  the  lols  of  thee  perplex  me1  with  de- 
fpalr  !  the  honour  of  Mankind  is  gone  with  thee.  Why  do  1  whine? 
Grief  Ihall  no  longer  uliirp  the  place  of  my  revenge.  How  could  I  gnaw 
the  Monfters  heart,  Villain!  I’ll  be  with  you.  When  I  have  reveng’d 
my  dear  Ottavio’s  lols,.  I  then  Ihall  .die  contented. 

Enter  Don  Lopez  and  Don  Antonio; 

D.  Lop.  The  old  mans  lafe  }  I  long  to  know  Don  John’s  luccels. 

D.  Ant.  He’s  engag’d  upon  a  noble  cale  r  If  he  iucceeds,  ’twill  be  a 
vi&ory  worth  the  owning. 

D.  Lop.  Hah!  whom  have  we  hear?  A  young  man  well  habited,, 
with  a  Lady  too  \  they  leem  to  be  ftrangers. 

D.  Ant.  A  mifohief  comes  into  my  head,  that’s  worth  the  doing. 

D.  Lop.  WHat’s  that,  dear  Antonio  ? 

D..  Ant.  We.  are  in  a  ftrange  Country,  and  may  want  Money:  I 
would  rob  that  young  Fellow.  We  have  not  robb’d  a’good  while  •,  me- ♦ 
thinks  ’tis  a  new  wickednels  to  me. 

D.  Lop.  Thou  art  in  the  right.  I  hate  to  commit  the  fame  dull  fin. 
over  and  over  again,  as  if  I  were  marry’d  to  it :  Variety  makes  all  things- 
plealant. 

D.  Ant.  But  there’s  one  thing  we’ll  ne’r  omit.  When  we  have  robb’d: 
the  Man,  we’ll  ravilh  the  Woman. 

D.  Lop .  Agreed  5  let’s  to’t,  mam  Come  on,  young  Gentleman,  we 
muft  lee  what  riches  you  have  about  you. 

Mar.  O  Villains !  Thieves  !  Thieves  !  thefe  are  the  Inhuman  Com¬ 
panions  of  that  bloody  Monfter. 

Leon.  Have  pity  on  poor  milerable  Strangers. 

D.  Ant.  Peace  }  we’ll  ufo  you  kindly,  very  kindly. 

D.  Lop.  Go  you  carry  that  young  Gentleman,  bind  him  tea  Tree, 
and  bring  the  Money,  while  I  wait  upon  the  Lady. 

D.  Ant.  Will  you  play  me  no  foul  play  in  the  mean  time  then  ?  For- 
we  muft  caft  Lots  about  the  bufinels  you  went  of. 

D.  Lop.  No,  upon  my  honour.- 

Mar.  Honour,  you  Villain? 

D.  Ant .  Come,  young  Gentleman,  HI  tame  you#  ^ 


Mar.  Help!  help  1— — 
v  Leon.  Have  you  no  humanity  i: 
liberty  }  be  not  fo  barb’roufly  cruel. 

D.  Ant.  Come,  I  have  made  haft  with  him  }  now  let  us  draw  Cuts 
who  enjoys  the  Lady  firft.  .  *  .  • 

Leon.  O  heav’n  afflft  me  !  what  do  Ihear  ?  Help !  help 1 

Enter  four  or  five  Country  Fellows ,  coming  from  worh  ■ 
i.  Count.  Fel.  What,  two  men  a  robbing  of  a  Lady !  Begone,  and  let 
her  alone,  or  we  have  lower  Cudgels  Ihall  waller  your  bones,  I  tell  you 
that. 

X>.  Ant.  How  now,  Rogues?  [Fight  off  the  Stage. 

Leon.' -Thanks  to  Heav’n. '  I  fly !  I  fly !  where  fhalllhide  my  lelh - - 

,  [Exit. 

.  .V  A  ^  ^ 

Enter  Don  John  and  Jacomo. 

D.  Joh.  I  Ihall  conquer  ’em  both.  Now,  Sirrah,  w hat  think  you? 
Jac.  Why  1  think  you  manage  your  bufmels  as  dilcreetly,  and  take  as 
much  pains  to  have  your  throat  cut,  as  any  man  in  Spain.  * 

D.  Joh.  Your  rear  o’r-rules  your  lenfe,  mine  isalite  Monarchs  might 
envy — —  .  'V 

Jac.  ’Tis  like  to  be  a  very  fliort  one  at  this  rate. 

D.  Joh.  Away,  Fool,  ’tis  .dark,  1  muft  be  gone*,  I  Ihall  fcarce  find 
;  the  way  home- - 


4®  /  ^ 

[Exit  Don  Ant  halirfg  Mariaf^ 
n  you  ?  Take  our  money,  but  leave  us 


Enter  T  eonora. 

Leon.  Heaven  guard  me  from  the le  wicked  Wretches.  Kelp!  help! 
they  are  here.  > 

E>.  Joh :  How  now,  Madam?  What,  afraid  ofa  man  !  0 

Leon.  Von  John,  no,  not  of  you}  you  are  the  man  i’th’  world  I  would 
have  met. 

D.  Joh.  Leonora, you  are  the  Woman  i’th’  world  I  would  have  avoided. 
’Sdeath  !  ihe  will  fpoil  my  new  deligns}  but  1  have  a  trick  for  her.  What 
miracle  brought  you  hither  ? 

Leon.  Love,  that  works  the  greateft  miracles,  made  me  follow  you  } 
and  the  fame  Storm  drove  me  on  thisihoar,  on  which  you  were  thrown, 
and  thus  far  I’ve  wander’d  till  I  have  found  you. ' 

D.  Joh.  This  is  the  moft  urirealonable  unfatiable.  loving  Lady,  that 
ever  was  abus’d  by  man  *,  Ihe  has  a  kind  of  Spaniel  love,  the  worfe  you 
ule  her,  the  more  loving  Ihe  is.  Box  on  her,  I  muft  be  rid  of  her. 

Leon.  I  am  very  faint  and  weary,  yet  - 1  was  refolved  not  to  reft  till  I 
had  found  you. 

D.  Joh.  Your  unweared  love  has  o’rcome  and  convinc’d  me,  there 
is  not  fuch  a  Woman  breathing. 

Leon.  This  is  a  Sovereign  Medicine  for  all  my  Borrows,  I  now,  me- 
thinks  am  happier  than  ever :  But  I  am  faint  and  ill. 

D.  Joh ,  Here,  Madam,  lhave  an  excellent  Cordial,  ’twill  refreih  you} 

.  and  £ 


and  I’ll  conduct  you  where  you  ihall  never  be  unhappy  more. 

Leon.  From  that  dear  hand  ’tis  welcome*-*-*— 

To  your  health.  [Brinks. 

B.  Joh.  And  to  your  own  deftruCHon }  you  have  drunk  your  laft. 
Leon.  What  means  my  Love  ? 

D.  Joh.  Y’have  drunk  the  iiibtileft  poilon  that  Art  e’r  yet  invented. 
Jac.  O  murder  !  murder !  what  have  you  done  ? 

D.,Joh.  Peace,  Villain,  leave  your  unreafonable  pity-—«-~». 

You  cannot  live  two  minutes. 

Leon.  O  ungrateful  Tyrant!  thou  haft  murdered  the  only  Creature 
living  that  con’d  love  thee.  Heaven  will  revenge  it,  though  to  me  ’tis 
kindneis.  Here  all  my  forrows  Ihall  for  ever  ceafe. 

D.  Joh.  Why  would  you  perfecute  me  with  your  love  ? 

Leon.  Icouldnothelpit.  I  came  to  prefer ve  you,  and  am  deftroyed 
for’t.  *  1  '  v  - 1 

Jac.  Oh  horrid  fa 8: ! 

D.  Joh.  To  prefer ve  me  !  I  wear  my  iafety  by  my  fide. 

Leon.  Oh  I  faint !  Guard  your  felf  There’s  a  young 
Gentleman  puriues  your  life.  Have  a  Care-  ■  ■— 

I  came  to  tell  you  this,  and  thus  I  am  rewarded. 

Heav’n  pardon  you.  Farewel.  I  can  no  more.  £ Dies . 

Jac.  This  object  fure  will  ftrike  your  heart !  Tigers  would  melt  at 
this.  Oh  the  Earth  will  open  and  (wallow  you  up,  and  me  for  company. 
There’s  no  end  of  your  murders. 

B.  Job.  This  is  the  iirft  time  I  ever  knew  companion. 

Poor  Fool,  I  pity  her,  but  ’tis  too  late 
Farewel  all  fenflels  thoughts  of  a  remorfe, 

I  would  remove  what  e’r  wou’d  ftop  my  courfe.  [Exeunt. 


Act  IV. 

Enter  Don  John,  Don  Lopez,  Don  Antonio,  Jacomo. 

B.  Joh.  f~  c  iHis  nights  feccels  exceeded  all  my  hopes.  I  had  admit- 
X  tance  to  their  fe  veral  Chambers,  and  I  have  been  contract¬ 
ed  to  both  the  Sifters,  and  this  day  relblve  to  marry  ’em,  and  at  feveral 
times  enjoy  them  \  and,  in  my  opinion,  I  ihall  have  a  brace  of  as  pretty 
Wives,  as  any  man  in  Spain. 

B.  Ant.  Brave  Don  john7  you  are  mafter  of  your  Art,  not  a  Woman 
in  Spain  can  ftand  before  you. 

B.  Lop.  We  can  but  envy  you,  and  at  a  diftance  imitate }  But  both 
their  Maids  ftiall  to  pot,  I  afiure  you.  *  4 

Jac.  How  for  will  the  Devil  hurry  you. 

D.  Joh.  ’Tis  not  the  Devil,  ’tis  the  fielh  Fool. 

Jac.  Here  will  be  fine  cutting  of  throats.  Poor  Jacoin9}  muft  thou  be 

cut  off  in  the  flower  of  thy  Age  ? 

.  ..  .  G  [Enter. 


cm 


Jp 


Enter  Don  Francifco. 

D.  Fran .  Gentlemen,  your  Servant  *,  I  hope  you  refled  well  this 
night. 

V-  Lop.  We  thank  you,  Sir  }  never  better. 

V.  Ant.  We  never  ftiall  requite  this  obligation. 

Jac.  I  warrant  you  my  Mailer  will  }  he’s  a  very  greatful  civil  Perfon 
indeed.  - 

JD.  Job.  The  Favour  is  too  great  to  be  fuddainly  requited  }  but  I  fhall 
fludy  to  deferve  it. 

Jac.  Good  man,  you  will  deferve  it. 

Enter  Two  Bridegrooms. 

J).  Fran.  Gentlemen,  you  are  come,  you  are  early. 

t  .  Bridegr.  This  joyful  occafion  made  us  think  it  late. 

2.  Bridegr.  The  expectation  of  fo  great  a  Bleiling  as  we  this  day  hope 
to  enjoy,  would'  let  us  have  but  little  Reft  lafl  night. 

i.  Bridegr.  And  the  fruition  will  afford  us  lefs  to  night. 

D.  Job.  Poor  Fools  !  you  fhall  be  bob’d.  How  it  tickles  my  Spleen 
to  think  on’t. 

JD.  Fran.  Thefe  are  to  be  my  Sons-in-law. 

JD.  Job.  And  my  Cuckolds  before-hand. 

JD.  Fran.  Pray  know ’em,  Gentlemen,  they  are  Men  of  Honour. 

D.  Job.  I  fhall  be  glad  to  ferve  them  } 

But  firft  I’ll  ferve  their  Ladies.  [ \Afide .  , 

D.  Fran.  Come,  Gentlemen,  I’ll  now  conduct  you  to  my  Daughters  } 
and  beg  your  pardon  for  a  moment,  I’ll  waif  on  you  again. 

[Exit  Don  Fran,  and  Bridegrooms. 

D.  Ant.  Thefe  Fools  will, fpoil  your  Defign. 

£>.  Job.  Flo,  poor  Sots  }  I  have  perluaded  the  Ladies  to  feign  Sick- 
nels,  and  put  oi?  their  Marriage  till  to  Morrow  Morning,  to  gain  time  } 
lb  the  mean  while  1  have  ’em  fafe,  Boys: 

V.  Lop.  But  will  not  the  Sifters  betray  you  to  one  another  ? 

D.  Job.  No,  I  have  wheedled  each  into  a  Jealoufie  ofthe  other,  and 
each  believes  that  if  the  other  knows  it,  She,  in  Honour  will  reveal  it 
to  the  Father. 

Jac.  Sir,  if  you  be  lb  very  weary  of  your  life  :  Why  don’t  you  make 
ufe  of  a  convenient  Bearn  ?  ’Tis  the  eafier  way}  fo  you  may  die  with¬ 
out  the  filthy  pother  you  keep  about  it ! 

JD.  Job.  Away,  Coward,  ’tis  a  fign  I  am  not  weary  of  my  life,  that 
l  make  lo  much  ule  on’t.  1; 

Jac.  Oh  Jacomo !  Thou  art  loft :  ’Tis  pity  a  Fellow  of  thy  neat  fpruce 
parts  fhould  be  deftroy’d. 

.  »  ^ 

Enter  Don  Francifco. 

a  E>.  Fran.  Come,  Gentlemen,  will  you  not  refrefh  your  felves  with 
fo  me  cool  Wines  this  Morning  ? 


JD*  Lop* 


D.  Lop.  We  Thank  you,  Sir,  we  have  already. 


Enter  a  Servant. . 

Serv .  Sir,  here’s  a  young  Gentleman,  a  Stranger,  deiires  to  Ipeak 
with  you. 

D .  Fran.  Admit  him. 


Enter  Maria  in  Marts  Habit . 

Your  humble  Servant. 

Mar.  Sir,  when  I’ve  told  you  what  I  come  for,  I  doubt  not  but  l 
fhall  deferve  your  Thanks.  I  come  to  do  you  fervice. 

D.  Fran.  You  have  ’em?  Sir,  already— 

Mar.  You-have  lodg’d  within  your  Houle  lome  Ship-wrack’d  Men, 
who  are  greater  Villains  than  the  Earth  e’re  bore  \  I  come  to  give  you 
warning  of  ’em,  and  to  beg  your  power  to  revenge  fuch  horrid  Afti- 
ons,  as  Heart  could  never  yet  conceive,  or  Tongue  could  utter.  Ha! 
they  are  thefe - Revenge,  Revenge  cruel,  unnatural  Rapes  and  Mur¬ 

ders.  They  are  Devils  in  the  lliapes  of  Men. 

D.  Fran.  What  fay  you,  Sir  ? 

Jac.  Now  the  feare  is  fall’n  upon  me  j  me-thinks  I  feel  cool  Steel  al¬ 
ready  in  my  Body.  Too  well  I  know  that  Face. 

D.  Joh.  I  know  that  Face.  Now,  Impudence,  aftift  me.  What 
mad  young  Man  is  that  ? 

D. .  Fran.  Thefe,  by  their  Habits  and  their  Meens,  are  Gentlemen, 
and  feem  to  be  Men  of  Honour. 

Mar.  By  thefe  two,  laid  night  I  was  robb’d,  and  bound  to  a  Tree,  and 
there  have  been  all  night,  and  but  this  Morning  was  reliev’d  by  Pea- 

fants - 1  had  a  Lady  with  me,  whom  they  laid'  they  would  ra villi, 

and  this  Morning  I  law  her  dead  *,  they  mull  have  murder’d  her. 

D.  Fran.  Heav’n  !  What  do  I  hear  ? 

Jac.  Oh !  I  am  noos’d  already,  I  feel  the  knot,  methinks,  under  my 
Left  Ear. 

D.  Ant.  The  Youth  raves  j  we  never  law  his  Face,  we  never  ftirr’d 
from  the  bounds  of  his  Houle  fmce  we  came  hither. 

D.  Lop.  ’Sdeath,  let  me  kill  the  Villain :  Shall  he  thus  affront  Men 
of  our  Quality  and  Honour  ?  <  -•/> 

D.  Fran.  Conlider  I  am  a  Magiftrate.  , 

D.  Job.  The  Youth  was  robb’d,  and  with  the  fright  has  loft  his  Wits, 
Poor  Fool !  let  him  be  bound  in’s  Bed. 

D.  Fran.  Do  not  perfift  in  this,  but  have  a  care  i 
Thefe  Injuries  to  Men  of  Honour  ihall  not  go  unpunilhed. 

Mar.  Whither  fnall  injur’d  Innocence  liy  for  luccor,  if  you  lo  fbon 
can  be  corrupted?  Monfter,  *  I’ll  revenge  my  felf}  have  at  thy 
Heart.  .  '  v  ■ 

D.  Fran.  What  means  the  Youth,  put  up  your  Sword. 

D.  Ant.  We  told  you,  Sir,  he  was  mad. 

Mar.  Oh  impudent  Villains !  I  ask  your  pardon,  Sir  \  My  Griefs, 

G  2  '  '  ‘  and 


and  injuries  transport  me  fo,  I  fcarce  can  utter  them.  That  Villain  is 
Don  John ,  who  bafely  murdered  the  Governour  of  Sevil  in  his  houfe,  and 
then  difhonoured  his  fair  Sifter. 

D.  Job.  Death  and  Hell !  this  injury  is  beyond  all  fufferance. 

D.  Fran.  Hold  Sir,  think  in  whole  houfe  you  are. 

■.Jac.  O  Lord  !  what  will  this  come  to  ?  Ah  Jacomo !  thy  line  of  life 
is  fhort. 

Mar.  This  is  the  Villain,  who  kill’d  the  Lover  of  Antonio"’ s  Sifter, 
flow’rd  her,  and  murder’d  her  Brother  in  his  own  houfe. 

D.  Joh.  I’ll  have  no  longer  patience. 

D.  Ant.  Such  a  Villain  fhouid  have  his  throat  cut, though  in  aChurch. 

D.  Lop.  No  man  of  honour  will  proteft  thole, who  offer  fuch  injuries. 

D.  Joh.  Have  at  you,  Villain. 

D.  Fran.  Nay  then;  Within  there :  Ho !  I  will  proteft  him,  or,, 
periih  with  him. 


Enter  two  Bridegrooms .  J* 

1 .  Bridegr.  What’s  the  matter  ? 

D.  Jch.  This  raflinefs  will  fpoil  my  defign  upon  the  Daughters  ;-  if  I 
had  perfected  that,  I  would  have  own’d  all  this  for  half  a  Duccatoon. — 

[To  Ant.  Lop. 

ask  your  pardon  for  my  ill  manners;  I  was  provok’d  too  far:  indeed 
the  accufations  are  fo  extravagant  and  odd,  I  rather  fhould  have  laugh¬ 
ed  at ’em.  Let  the  young  Fool  have  a  vein  open’d,  he’s  ftark  flaring 
mad. 

D.  Ant.  A  fbolifh  Impoftor.  We  ne’r  law  Sevil  till  laft  night. 

Mar.  O  Impudence  ! 

Jac.  No,  not  we ;  we  never  were  there  till  yefterday.  Pray  Sir,  lay 
that  young  Fellow  by  the  hells,  for  lying  on  us,  men  of  Honour. 

D.  Fran.  What  is  the  matter,  Friend,  you  tremble  fo  ? 

I>.  Lop.  ’Sdeath,  the  Dogs  fear  will  betray  us. 

Jac.  1  tremble  Sir  ?  no,  no,  Sir:  I  tremble. - Though  it  would 

make  any  one  tremble  to  hear  one  lie,  as  that  young  Gentleman  does. 
Have  you  no  confluence  in  you  ? 

Mar.  Heav’n  can  witnefs  for  me,  I  fpeak  not  falfe.  Ottavio.,  my  dear 
Ottavio,  being  deareft  to  me  of  all  the  world,  I  would  in  Sevil  have  re¬ 
venged  his  murder  but  the  Villain  there  efcaped  me.:  I  followed  him  to 
Sea,  and  in  the  fame  Storm  in  which  their  Ship  perifh’d,  1  was  thrown 
on  fhoar.  Oh  my  Ottavio !  if  this  foul  unnatural  murther  be  not  re¬ 
veng’d,  there  is  no  Juftice  left  among  mankind.  His  Ghoft,  and  all 
the  reft  whom  he  has  barbaroufly  murder’d,  will  interrupt  your  quiet, 
they'll  haunt  you  in  your  fleep.  Revenge,  revenge ! 

2.  Bridgr.  This  is  wonderful. 

D.  Fran.  There  muft  be  fomething  in  this ;  his  paflion  cannot  be 
counterfeited,  nor  your  man’s  fear. 

Jac.  My  fear  ?  I  lcorn  your  words ;  I  fear  nothing  under  the  Sun.,  I 

fear  ?  Ha,  ha,  ha,  .  § 


Bi  Job.  Will  you  believe  this  one  fa  lie  Villain  again#  three,  who  are 
Gentlemen,  and  men  of  honour  ? 

Jac.  Nay,  .again#  four,  who  are  Gentlemen,  and  men  of  honour. 
Mar.  O  Villain,  that  I  had  my:  Sword  imbru’d  in  thy  hearts  blood. 
'Oh  my  dear  Ottavio- !  Do  Juftice,  Sir,  or  Heaven  will  punifh  you. 


Enter  Clara. 

B.  Fran .  Gentlemen,  he  is  too  earneft,  in  his  grief  and  anger,  to  be 
what  you  wou’d  have  him,  an  Impoftor.  My  houfe  has  been  your  Safhi- 
ary,  and  I  am  obliged  in  honour  not  to  aft  as  a  Magiftrate,but  your  Hoft, 
no  violence  fhall  here  be  offer’d  toyou  }  but  youmuft  inftantly  leave  this 
houfe,  and  if  you  would  have  fafety,  finditfbmewhere  elfe.  Begone. 

B.  Job.  This  is  very  well. 

Mar .  Oh  !  will  you  let -’em  go  unpunifh’d  ? 

Whither  fliell  I  file  for  vengeance  ? 

B.  Franc.  Pray  leave  this  place  immediately. 

Jac.  Ah,  good  Sir,  let’s  be  gone— —Sir,  your  mo#  humble  Ser¬ 
vant. 

Clar.  Oh,  Sir,  confide  r  what  you  do  \  do  not  banifh  Bon  John  from 
hence. 

i .  Bride.  Ha  !  what  means  fhe  ? 

B.  Fran.  What  fay  you? 

Clar.  Oh,  Sir,  he  is  my  Husband,  we  were  la#  night  contracted. 

B.  Fran.  Oh  !  what  do  1  hear  ? 

i.  Bride.  I  am  difhonoured,  abus’d.  Villain,  thou  die#. 

B.  Job.  Villain,  you  lie,  I  will  cut  your  throat  fir#.  .  - 

D.  Fran.  Hey,  where  are  my  people  here. 


Enter  Servants  and  Flavia. 

Flav.  Oh,  Sir*  hold}  if  you  banifh  Bon  John,  I  am  io#  for  ever. 

B.  Fran.  Oh  Devil  I  what  do  I  hear  ? 

Flav.  He  is  my  Husband,  Sir,  we  were  laft  night  contracted. 

Clar.  Your  Husband  !  Heaven  !  what’s  this? 

2.  Bridg.  Hell  and  Damnation  ! 

B.  Fran.  Oh  !  I  have  loft  my  fenfes. 

Mar.  Oh  Monfter !  now  am  I  to  be  believ’d  ? 

Jac.  Oh  fpare  my  life  !  1  am  Innocent  as  1  hope  to  live  and  breath. 

B.  Job.  Dog,  you  ft),  all  fight  for  your  life,  if  you  have  it. 

D.  Fran.  Firft,  I’ll  revenge  my  felf  on  thefe.  , 

B.  Job.  Hold,  hold,  they  are  both  my  Wives,  and  I  will  have  them,- 

{Runs  at  bis  Baugh ters ,  they  run  out . 


B.  Fran.  Oh  Devil !  fall  on- 


Mar.  Fall  on,  I  will aflift you.,  ... 

[They  fight.  .  Maria  and  Don  Francilco  are  killed 

the  two  Bridegrooms  are  hurt,-  Jacomo,  runs  away* 
B.  Job.  Now  we’ve  done  their  bufmefs. 

Ah,  cowardly  Rogue !  are  not  you  a  Son  of  a  Whore  i  ^ 


yZi  A y,  Sir,  what  you- pleafe  :  A  man  had  better  be  a  living  Son  of 
a  Whore,  then  a  dead  Hero9  by  your  favour.  * 

D.  Joh.  I  could  find  in  my  heart  to  kill  the  Rafcal  *7  his  fear,  fome 
time  or  other,  will  undo  us. 

jac.  Hold,  Sir,  I  went,  Sir,  to  provide  for  your  efcap^.  Let’s  take 
Horfesout  of  the  Stable,  and  flie  \  abundance  of  company  are  coming, 
expecting  the  Weding,  and  we  are  irreparably  loft  if  we  take  not  this 
time,  I  think  my  fear,  will  now  preferve  you; 

D.  Ant.  I  think  he  councels  well.  Let’s  flie  to  a  new  place  of  pler- 
fure. 

D.  Joh.  But  I  fliall  leave  my  bufmefs  undone  with  the  two  Women. 

D.  Lop.  ’Tis  now  fcarce  feazable.  Let’s  fly  j  you’ll  light  on  others 
as  handlom,  where  we  come  next. 

D.  Job.  Well,  dilpofe  of  me  as  you  pleafe  9  and  yet  it  troubles  me. 

Jac.  Hafte,  hafte,  or  we  fliall  be  apprehended.  {Exeunt* 


Enter  Clara  and  Flavia. 

Flav.  O  that  I  ever  liv’d  to  fee  this  day  ! 

Th  is  fatal  day  !  ’Twas  our  vile  difobedience 
Caus’d  our’  poor  Fathers  death,  which  Heaven 
Will  revenge  on  us.  So  lewd  a  Villain 
As  Don  John  was  never  heard  of  yet. 

Clar.  That  we  fhould  be  fo  credulous  !  Oh  dreadful 
Accident  Dear  Father,  what  Expiation  can 
We  make  ?  Our  crimes  too  foul  for 
Tears  to  wafli  away,  and  all  our  lives  will 
Be  too  fliort,  to  fpend  in  pehitence  for  this 
Our  levity  and  difobedience!  He  was  the 
Beft  of  Fathers,  and  ofMeL  — 

Flav.  What  will  become  pf  us,  poor  miferable  Maids, 

Loft  in  our  Fortunes  and  our  Reputations  ? 

Our  intended  Husbands,  if  they  recover  of  their 
Wounds,  will  murder  us  9  and  ’tis  but  Juftice  : . 

Our  lives  too  now  cannot  be  worth  the  keeping. 

Thole  Devils  in  the  fhapes  of  men  are  fled. 

Clar.  Let  us  not  wafte  our  time  in  fruitlefs  grief }  -  * 

Let  us  employ  fome  to  purfoe  the  murderes.  _ 

And  for  our  felves,  let’s  to  the  next  Monaftery, 

And  there  fpend  all  our  weary  life  in  penitence. 

Flav.  Let’s  fly  to  our  laft  Sanctuary  in  this  world. 

And  try,  by  a  Religious  life,  to  expiate  this  Crime  : 

There  is  no  fafety,  or  no  hope  but  there. 

Let’s  go,  and  bid  along  farewel  to  all  the 

World  }  a  thing  too  vain,  and  little  worth  our  care. 

Clar.  Agreed  *,  farewel  to  all  the  vanity  on  Earth, 

Where  wretched  Mortals,  tofs’d  ’tvvixt  hope  and  fear, 

Muft  of  aft  fix’d  and  folid  joy  defpair.  [\E xennt. 

The 


The  S  G  E  N  E  is  a  delightful  Grove 

Enter  two  Shiperds  and  two  Nymphs, 
i.  Shcp.  Come  Nymphs  and  Shepherds,  haft  away 
To  the  happy  Sports  within  thefe  fhady  Groves, 

In  pleafant  lives  time  hides  away  apace. 

But  with  the  wretched  leems  to  creep  too  flow. 

1 .  Nymph.  Our  happy  leifure  we  employ  in  joys. 

As  innocent  as  they  are  pleafant.  We, 

Strangers  to  ftrife,  and  to  tumultuous  nolle. 

To  baneful  envy,  and  to  wretched  cares, 

In  rural  pleafures  fpend  our  happy  days. 

And  our  loft  nights  in  calm  and  quiet  lleeps. 

2.  Shep.  No  rude  Ambition  interrupts'our  reft, 

Nor  bale  and  guilty  thoughts  how  to  be  great. 

2.  Nymph.  In  humble  Cottages  we  have  luch  contents, 

As  uncorruped  Nature  does  afford, 

Which  the  great,  that  forfeit  under  gilded  Roofs, 

And  wanton  in  Down  Beds,  can  never  know. 

i .  Shep.  Nature  is  here  not  yet  debauch’d  by  Art. 

’Tis  as  it  was  in  Saturn's  happy  days: 

Minds  are  not  here  by  Luxury  invaded  y 
A  homely  Plenty,  with  ftiarpe  Appetite, 

Does  lightlome  health,  and  vigorous  ftrength  impart, 

1 .  Nymph.  A  chaft  cold  Spring  does  here  reffeih  our  thirft, 
Which  by  no  feaveriih  lurfeit  is  increas’d  ; 

Our  food  is  luch  as  Nature  meant  for  Men, 

Ere  with  the  Vicious,  Eating  was  an  Art. 

2.  Nymph,  in  noifie  Cities  riot  is  purfo’d, 

And  lewd  luxurious  living  loftens  men. 

Effeminates  Fools  in  Body  and  in  Mind, 

Weakens  their  Appetites,  and  decays  their  Nerves, 

2.  Shep.  With  filthy  fteams  from  their  excels  of  Meat, 

And  cloudy  vapors  rais’d  from  dangerous  Wine  j 
Their  heads  are  never  clear  or  free  to  think, 

They  wafte  their  lives  in  a  continual  mift. 

1.  Shep.  Some  fobtil  and  ill  men  chufo  Temperance, 

Not  as  a  Vertue,  but  a  Bawd  to  Vice, 

And  vigilantly  wait  to  ruine  thole, 

Whom  Luxury  and  Eale  have  lull’d  alleep. 

2.  Shep.  Yes,  in  the  clamorous  Courts  of  tedious  Law, 
Where  what  is  meant  lor  a  relief’s  a  grievance  } 

Or  in  Kings  Palaces,  where  Cunning  ftrtves. 

Not  to  advance  King’s  Interefts,  but  its  own. 

i .  Nymph.  There  they  in  a  continual  hurry  live. 

And  feldoiu  can,  for  all  their  fubtile  Arts, 


Lay  their  foundations  lure  •,  but  lome 

Are  undermin’d,  others  blown  down  by  ftdrms. 

2.  Nymph.  Their  fubtilty  is  but  a  common  Road 
Of  flattering  great  men,  and  opprefling  little, 

Smiling  on  all  they  meet, and  loving  none. 

1 .  Shep.  In  populous  Cities,  life  is  all  a  ftorm 
But  we  enjoy  a  flveet  perpetual  calm  : 

Here  our  own  Flocks  we  keep,  and  here 
I  and  my  Phillis  can  embrace  unenvi’d. 

2.  Shep.  And  I  and  Celia  without  jealoufie. 

But  hark,  the  Pipes  begin  j  now  for  our  Iports. 

\_A  Symphony  of  Rufiick  Mufick, 

Nymphs  and  Shepherds  come  away. 

In  thefe  Groves  let's  [port  and  play 
Where  each  day  is  a  Holy-day , 

Sacred  to  Eafc  and  happy  Love. 

To  Dancing ,  Mufick ,  Poetry : 

Tour  Flocks  may  novo  fecurely  rove. 

Whilfl  you  exprefs  your  jollity. 

Enter  Shepherds  and  STiepherdefles,  flinging  in  Chorus . 

We  come ,  roe  come,  no  joy  like  this. . 

Novo  Let  us  flng ,  rejoyce,  and  kifs. 

The  Great  can  never  know  fuch  blifs . 

I.  As  this. 

2.  As  this.  '  f  • 

3.  As  this. 

All.  As  this. 

The  Great  can  never  know  fuch  blifs. 

3.  All  th ’  Inhabitants  o' th' Wood, 

Now  celebrate  the  Springs 
That  gives  fref)  vigour  to  the  blood 
Of  every  living  thing • 

Chor.  The  Birds  have  been  Jlnging  and  billing  before  us. 

And  all  the  fweet  Chorifters  joyn  in  the  Chorus. 

2.  The  Nightingales  with  jugging  throats. 

Warble  out  their  pretty  Notes, 

So  fweet ,  fo  fweet,  fo  fweet : 

And  thus  our  Loves  and  Pleafures  greet . 

Chor.  Then  let  our  Pipes  found,  let  us  dance ,  let  us  flng 
Till  the  murmuring  Groves  with  loud  JLccho's  Jh all  ring • 

[Dance  begins,  j 


3«  How  happy  are  we. 

From  all  jealoufie  free  } 

No  dangers  err  cares  can  annoy  us : 

We  toy  and  we  kifs , 

And  Love's  our  chief  blifs : 

A-pleafure  that  never  can  cloy  us. 

Chor.  Our  days  we  confume  in  unenvied  delights. 

And  in  love  and  foft  ref  our  happy  long  nights . 

4.  Each  Nymph  does  impart 
Her  love  without  Art, 

To  her  Swain,  who  thinks  that  his  chief  Tre afire* 
No  envy  is  fear'd. 

No  fighs  are  e'r  heard. 

But  thofe  which  are  caus'd  by  our  pie  a  fur  c. 

Chor.  When  we  feel  the  blefs'd  Raptures  of  innocent  Love , 

No  joys  exceed  ours  but  the  pleafures  above. 


General 

Chorus. 


f  In  thefe  delightful  fragrant  Groves, 

\Let's  celebrate  our  happy  Loves. 

<. Let's  pipe,  and  dance,  and  laugh,  and  fng  \ 
) Thus  every  happy  living  thing, 

Revels  in  the  chearful  Spring. 


f  Dance  continues. 


Enter  Don  John,  Don  Lopez,  Don  Antonio,  Jacomo. 

D.  Job.  So,  thus  far  we  are  fafe,  we  have  almoft  kill’d  our  Horfes 
with  riding  crofs  out  of  all  Roads. 

Jac.  Nay,  you  have  had  as  little  mercy  on  them,  as  if  they  had  been 
Men  or  Women  :  But  yet  we  are  not  fafe,  let  us  %  farther. 

D .  Joh.  The  houfe  I  lighted  at  was  mine  during  my  life,  which  I 
fold  to  that  fellow  j  he,  fince  he  holds  by  that  tenure,  will  carefully 
conceal  us. 

Jac.  ’Tis  a  Tenure  I  will  not  give  him  two  Months  purchale  for. 

D.  Joh.  Befides,  our  Swords  are  us’d  to  conqueft. 

D.  Ant.  At  worft,  there  is  a  Church  hard  by  j  we’ll  put  it  to  its  pro¬ 
per  ufe,  take  refuge  in’t. 

D.  Lop.  Look  here, here  are  Shepherds,  and  young  pretty  Wenches , 
ihall  we  be  idle,  Don  ? 

D.  Ant.  By  no  means  j  ’tis  a  long  time, methinks, fince  we  were  vicious. 

D.  Joh.  We’ll  lerve  ’em  as  the  Romans  did  the  Sabines,  we’ll  rob  ’em 
of  their  Women only  we’ll  return  the  Punks  again,  when  we  have 
us’d  them. 

Jac.  For  Heavens  fake  hold. 

D.  Joh.  Sirrah,  no  more do  as  we  do,  ravifh,  Raical,  or  by  my 
Sword,  I’ll  cut  thee  into  lo  many  pieces,  it  fhall  pole  an  Arithmetitian 
to  linn  up  the  fractions  of  thy  Body. 

H 


jac.  I  ravifh !  Oh,  good  Sir  !  my  Courage  lies  not  that  way  alas, 
1,  1  am  almoit  f ami  fil’d,  I  have  not  eat  to  day. 

D.  Job.  Sirrah,  by  Heaven  do  as  I  bid  thee,  or  thou  fhalt  never  eak 
again.  Shall  I  keep  a  Rafcal  for  a  Cypher  ? 

Jac.  Oh  !  What  will  become  of  me  !  I  mull:  do  it. 

D.  Job.  Come  on,  PvOgue,  fall  on. 

D.  Ant .  Which  are  you  for  ? 

D.  Job.  ’Tisallone,  I  am  not  in  Love  but  in  Lull,  and  to  fuch  a  one, 
a  Belly  full’s  a  Belly  full,  and  there’s  an  end  on’t. 

1.  Sbepherdefs.  What  means  this  violence  ? 

2.  Spepberdefs.  Oh  !  Heav’n  protect  us. 

Jac.  Well,  I  muff  have  one  too  j  if  1  be  bang’d,  I  had  as  good  be 
hang’d  for  lomething.  [Every  one  rum  off  with  a  Woman. 

j D.  Lop.  Rogues,  come  not  on  we’ll  be  in  your  Guts. 

All  Sbepherdefs.  Help,  help.  [They  cay  out. 

\ .  Shcp.  What  Devils  are  thefe  ?  [Exeunt. 

[Three  or  four  Sbeberds  return  rvith  Jacomo. 

1.  Shep.  Here’s  one  Rogue.  Have  we  caught  you,  Sir?  We’ll  cool 
your  courage. 

Jac.  Am  I  taken  priloner  ?  I  fliall  be  kept  as  an  Honeurable  Hoftage 
at  leaft - 

2.  Sbep.  Where  are  thefe  Villains,  thefe  Ravifhers  ? 

Jac.  Why  you  need  not  keep  fuch  a  ftir,  Gentlemen,  you  will  have 
all  your  Women  again,  and  no  harm  done.  Let  me  go,  I’ll  fetch  ’em 
to  you. 

1.  Sbep.  No,  you  libidinous  Swine  well  revenge  the  Rapes  on  you. 

Jac.  Good  kind  civil  people  pals  this  by  :  ’This  true,  my  Maher’s  a 

very  Tar  quin ;  but  I  never  attempted  to  ravifh  before. 

2.  Sbep.  I’ll  fecure  you  from  ever  doing  of  it  again*  Where’s  your 
Knife  ? 

Jac.  Heav’n  !  What  do  you  mean  ?  Oh  fpare  me  !  I  am  unprepar’d  ^ 
let  me  be  confeft. 

1.  Sbep.  We  will  not  kill  you,  we’ll  but  Geld  you  :  Are  you  fo  hot. 
Sir? 

’Jac.  Oh  bloody  Villains  !  have  a  care,  ’tis  not  a  feafon  for  that,  the 
Sign’s  in  Scorpio. 

2.  Shsy.  Down  with  him -  ,  ’  , 

Jac.  O  Kelp  Help  !  Murder  !  Murder  !  Have  a  care  what  you  do,  I 
amthelah  of  all  my  Race— —Will  you  deftroy  a  whole  Stock,  and 
take  away  my  Reprelenters  of  my  Family  ?■ 

i .  Sbep.  There  fhall  be  no  more  of  the  breed  ofyou— — 

Jac.  1  am  of  an  antient  Family  y  Will  cut  off  all  hopes  of  a  Son  and 
Heir?  Help!  Help!  Mafter,  Don  John?  Oh!  Oh!  Oh! 

Enter  Don  John,  Don  Lopez,  Don  Antonio. 

D.  Job.  How  now.  Rogues  ?  Do  you  abufe  my  Man  ? 

Jac.  O  Sir,  this  is  the  firfl  good  thing  you  ever  did :  If  you 

had 


[ [Exeunt . 


had  not  come  juft  in  the  Nick,  I  had  loft  my  Manhood. 

D.  Ant.  ’Tis  no  matter  for  the  ufe  you  make  on’t. 

D.  Lop.  But  come,  let’s  now  to  Supper. 

Jac.  Gome  on,  1  am  almoft  ftarv’d. 

Shepherds  return 

i.  Shep.  Let’s  not  complain,  but  dog  the  Rogues,  and  when  we  have 
Hous’d  ’em,  we  will  to  the  next  Magiftrate,  and  beg  his  pow’r  to  ap¬ 
prehend  ’em.  -  [ Exeunt . 

TheS  C  E  N  E  changes  to  a  C  B  U*R  C  H,  with  the  Sta¬ 
tue  or  Don  Pedro  on  Horfeback  in  it. 

D.  Joh.  Let’s  in  and  lee  this  Church. 

Jac .  Is  this  a  time  to  lee  Churches  ?  But  let  me  lee  whole  Statue’s 
this?  Oh  Heav’n  !  this  is  Don  Pedro’s,  whom  you  murder’d  at  Sevil. 

D.  Joh.  Say  you  lo,  Read  the  Inlcription. 

Jac.  Here  lies  Don  Pedro,  Governor  of  Sevil,  barbaroufly  Murder’d  by 
that  Impious  Villain  Don  John,  ’gain]!  whom  his  innocent  Blood  cries  fill  for 
Vengeance. 

D.  Joh.  Let  it  cry  on.  Art  thou  there  i’faith?  Yes,  I  kill’d  thee,  and- 
wou’d  do’t  again  upon  the  lame  occaffion.  Jacomo - Invite  himto  Supper. 

Jac.  What,  a  Statue  !  Invite  a  Statue  to  Supper  ?  Ha,  Ha  --car 
Marble  eat  ? 

D.  Joh.  I  lay,  Ralcal,  tell  him  I  would  have  him  Sup  wi£h  me. 

Jac.  Ha,  ha,  ha!  Who  the  Devil  put  this  Whimfey  into  your  Head 
Ha,  ha,  ha  !  Invite  a  Statue  to  Supper  ?  "• 

D.  Joh.  I  fhall  Ipoil  your  Mirth,  Sirrah  I  will  have  it  done. 

Jac.  Why,  ’tis  impoftible ,  Wou’d  you  have  me  luch  a  Coxcomb,  in¬ 
vite  Marble  to  eat?  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

[He  goes  fever al  times  towards  the  Statue  and  returns  Laughing . 

Good  Mr.  Statue,  ifitihallplealeyour  Worlhip,  my  Mafter  delire< 

you  to  make  Collation  with  him  prelently - 

[The  Statue  nods  his  Head ,  Jacom o  falls  down  and  roars . 
Oh  I  am  dead !  Oh,  Oh,  Oh. 

D.  Joh.  The  Statue  nods  its  Head  j  ’tis  odd- 

D.  Ant.  ’Tis  wonderful. 

D.  Lop.  I  am  amaz’d. 

Jac.  Oh  I  cannot  ftir  !  Help,  help. 

D.  Joh.  Well,  Governor,  come*  take  part  of  a  Collation  with  me, 
’tis.  by  this  time  ready:,  make  hafte,  ’tis  I  invite  you.  [Statue  nods  again. 
Say  you  fo  ?  Come  on,  let’s  let  all  things  in  order  quickly, 

Jac.  Oh  fly,  fly. 

D.  Ant.  This  is  prodigious. 

[JExcmt  Don  John,  Don  Lopez,  Don  Antonio,  Jacomo. 

H  2  -  ,  The 


The  S  C  £  N  E  is  a  Dining-Room,  a  Table  fpread, 
Seivants  fetting  on  Meat  and  Wine. 

D.  Joh.  Come,  our  Meat  is  ready,  let’s  Sit.  Pox  on  this  fbolilh 
Statue,  it  puzles  me  to  know  the  reafon  on’t.  Sirrah*  I’ll  give  you 
leave  to  Sit. 

JD.  Ant.  Let’s  eat,  ne’er  think  on’t. 

Jac.  Ay,  come,  let’s  eat  *  I  am  too  hungry  now  to  think  on  the 
fright——  f  Jacomo  eats  greedily. 

D,  Joh.  This  is  excellent  Meat.  How  the  Rogue  eats.  You’ll  choak 
your  lei  f. 

Jac.  I  warrant  you,  look  to  your  lelfl 
D.  Ant.  Why,  Jacomo ,  is  the  Devil  in  you  ?. 

Jac.  No,  no  *  if  he  be,  ’tis  a  hungry  Devil. 

D.  Lop.  Will  you  not  Drink  ? 

Jac.  I’ll  lay  a  good  foundation  firft. 

_£>.  Joh.  The  Ralcal  eats  like  a  Cannibal. 

Jac .  Ay,  ’tis  no  matter  for  that. 

D.  Joh.  Some  Wine,  Sirrah. 

Jac.  There,  Sir,  take  it  *  lam  in  haft. 

D.  Ant.  ’Sdeath,  the  Fool  will  be  ftrangl’d. 

Jac.  The  Fool  knows  what  he  does. 

D.  Joh.  Here’s  to  Don  Pedro's  Ghoft,  he  Ihould  have  been  welcome. . 
Jac.  O  name  him  not. 

J>.  Lop.  The  Ralcal  is  afraid  ofyou  after  death. 

Jac.  Oh!  Oh!  Some  Wine,  give  me  lome  Wine.  [Ahnoft  choak'd, 
D.  Ant.  Take  it. 

Jac.  So,  now  ’tis  down. 

Di  Ant.  Are  you  not  latisfi’d  yet  ? 

Jac.  Peace,  peace  *  I  have  but  juft  begun.  [  One  knocks  hard  at  the  door. 
Who’s  there  ?  Come  in,  I  am  very  bufie. 

D.  Joh.  Rife,  and  do  your  Duty. 

Jac.  But  one  Morfel  more,  I  come,  {^Knocks  again. . 

What  a  Pox,  Are  you  mad  ’  [Opens  the  door * , 

Enter  G ho  ft. 

Oh !  the  Devil,  the  Devil. 

JP.  Joh.  Hah!  It  is  the  Ghoft,  let’s  rife  and. receive  him. 

D.  Ant.  I  am  amaz’d. 

D.  Lop.  Not  frighted  are  you  ? 

D.  Ant.  I  fcom  the  thoughts  of  fear.  [They  falute  the  Ghoft. 

D.  Joh.  Come,  Governor,  you  are  welcome,  fit  there  *  if  we  had 
thought  you  would  have  come,  we  wou’d  have  ftaid  for  you.  But  come 
Sirrah,  give  me  lome  Wine.  [The  Ghoft  Sits. 

Jac,  Oh !  lam  dead  *  What  lhall  I  do  ?  1  dare,  not  come  nearly  ou. 

JD.  Joh : 


JD.  Joh.  Come,  Ilafcal,  or  I’ll  cut  your  Throat. 

[Pitts  I  Vine,  his  hand  trembles . 
Jac.  I  come,  I  come,  I  come.  Oh  !  Oh  ! 

D.  Job.  Why  do  you  tremble,  Rafcal  ?  Hold  it  fteady _ . 

Jac.  Oh  !  I  cannot. 


CJacomo  fnatches  Ale  at  from  the  rTable)  and  runs  afide. 

D.  Joh.  Here  Governour,  your  Health.  Friends,  put  it  about. 
Here’s  excellent  Meat  *  Tafte  of  this  Ragouft.  If  you  had  had  a  Body  of 

Fleih,  I  would  have  given  you  cher  entire - but  the  Women  care  not 

for  Marble.  Come,  I’ll  help  you.  Come,  eat,  and  let  old  Quarrels 
be  forgotten. 

Ghofi.  I  come  not  here  to  take  Repaft  with  you  ~ 

Heaven  has  permitted  me  to  animate 
This  Marble  Body,  and  I  come  to  warn 
You  of  that  Vengeance  is  in  ftore  for  you. 

If  you  amend  not  your  pernicious  Lives. 

Jac.  Oh  Heav’n  ! 

D.  Ant.  What,  are  you  come  to  Preach  to  us  ? 

D.  Lop.  Keep  your  Harangues  for  Fools  that  will  believe  ’em. 

D.  Job.  We  are  too  much  confirm’d.  Pox  o’this  dry  Dilcourfe,  give 
me  fome  Wine.  Come,  here’s  to  your  Miftrifs  you  had  one  when 
you  were  living:  Not  forgetting  your  fweet  Sifter.  §irrah,  more  Wine. 

Jac.  Ay,  Sir, - Good  Sir,  do  not  provoke  the  Ghofi  his  Marble 

Fifts  may  fly  about  your  Ears,  and  knock  your  Brains  out. 

D.  Joh.  Peace,  Fool. 

Ghofi.  Tremble,  you  impious  Wretches,  and  repent  j 
Behold,  the  Pow’rs  of  Hell  wait  for  you.  [Devils  rife. 

Jac.  Oh  !  I  will  fteal  from  hence.  Oh  the  Devil ! 

D.  Joh.  Sirrah,  ftir  not  \  by  Heav’n  I’ll  ufe  thee  worfe  than  Devils 
can  do.  Come  near.  Coward. 

Jac.  O  I  dare  not  ftir  ^  What  will  become  of  me  ? 

D.  Job.  Come,  Sirrah,  eat. 

Jac.  O,  Sir,  my  Appetite  is  fatisfied. 

D.  Joh.  Drink,  Dog,  the  Ghofi’ s  Health :  Rogue,  do’t,  or  I’ll  run 
my  Sword  down  your  Throat. 

Jac.  Oh !  Oh  !  flere,  Mr.  Statue ,  your  Health. 

D.  Joh.  Now  Rafcal,  fing  to  Entertain  him.  - 

Jac.  Sing,  quoth  he  !  Oh!  I  have  loft  my  voice  j  I  cannot  te.  merry, 
in  fuch  company.  Sing - 

D.  Ant.  Who  are  thele  with  ugly  Shapes  ? 

D.  Lop.  Their  manner  of  appearing  is  lomething  ftrange, 

Ghofi.  They’re  Devels,  that  wait  for  fuch  hard  impious  Mem 
They’re  Heaven’s  Inftruments  of  Eternal  Vengeance. 

D.  Joh .  Are  they  fome  of  your  Retinue?  Devils,  fay  you?  I  am 
forry  l  have  no  Burnt  Brandy  to  Treat  ’em  with,  chat’s  Drink  fit  for 

Devils - Hah  !  they  vaniili.  [Tbiy  fink > 

Ghofi.  Cannot  the  fear  of  Hell’s  Eternal  Tortures 


Change 


Change  the  horrid  courfe  of  your  abandon’d  lives  ?  ? 

Think  on  thole  Fires,  thole  everlafting  Fires, 

That  fhall  vvitliout  confuming  burn  you  ever. 

X.  Job.  Dreams,  Dreams,  too  flight  to  lofe  my  plealiire  for. 

In  lpight  of  all  you  lay,  I  will  go  on, 

Till  I  have  forfeited  on  all  delights. 

Youth  is  a  Fruit  that  can  bat  once  be  gather’d, 

And  I’ll  enjoy  it  to  the  full. 

X.  Ant.  Let’s  pufh  it  on j  Nature  chalks  out  the  way  that  we  Ihould 


follow. 

X.  Lop .  ’Tis  her  fault,  if  we  do  that  we  Ihould  not.  Let’s  on,  here’s 
a  Brimmer  to  our  Leaders  health. 

Jac.  What  hellifh  Fiends  are  thefe  ? 

X.  Job .  l  et  me  tell  you,  ’tis  fomething  ill  bred  to  rail  at  your  Hoft, 
that  treats  you  civilly.  You  have  not  yet  forgot  your  quarrel  to  me. 

Ghojl.  ’Tis  for  your  good*,  by  me  Fleaven  warns  you  of  its  wrath,  and 
nives  you  a  longer  time  for  your  repentance.  I  invite  you  this  night  to 
a  repaft  of  mine, 

V.  Job.  Where? 

Ghojl.  At  my  Tomb. 

V.  Ant.  What  time? 

Ghojl-.  At  dead  of  night. 

X.  Job.  We’ll  come. 

Ghojl.  Fail  not. 

X.  Lop.  I  warrant  you. 

Ghojl.  FareiVel,  and  think  uooii  your  loft  condition. 

X.  Joh.  Farewel,  Gevernor,  I’ll  lee  what  Treat  you’ll  give  us. 


D.  Ant.  )  And  , 

X.  Lop.  } 

Jac.  That  will  not  I,  Pox  on  him,  I  have  had  enough  of  his  compa¬ 
ny,  I  fhall  not  recover  it  this  week.  If  I  eat  with  fuch  an  Hoft,  I’ll  be 
hang’d. 

X.  Joh.  If  you  do  not,  by  Fleaven  you  fhall  be  hang’d. 

Jac.  Whither  will  your  lewdnefs  carry  me  ?  I  do  not  care  for  having 
a  Ghoft  for  my  Landlord.  Will  not  thele  Miracles  do  good  upon  you. 

X.  Joh.  There’s  nothing  happens  but  by  Natural  Caufes, 

Which  in  unufoal  things  Fools  cannot  find, 

And  then  they  ftyle  ’em  Miracles.  But  no  Accident 
Can  alter  me  from  what  I  am  by  Nature. 

Were  there—— 

Legions  of  Ghofts  and  Devils  in  my  way, 

One  moment  in  my  courfe  of  plealure  I’d  not  ftay. 


[ ‘Exeunt  0 nines. 


Act'  V. 


Enter.  Jacomo,  with  Back,  Breafi,  and  Head-piece. 
Jac.'X'KTEl),  this  damn’d  Mafter  of  mine  will  not  par  with  me  3  and 
V  V  we  muft  fight  five  or  fix  time's  a  day,  one  day  with  another, 
that’s  certain  :  Therefore  thou  art  wife,  hone  ft  Jacomo ,  to  arm  thy 

felf,  I  take  it.  Sa,  la,  fa - -Methinks  I  am  very  valiant  on  the  fud- 

dain.  Sa,  fa,  fa.  Hah  !  there  1  have  you.  Paph— - Have  at  you. 

Hah— .there  I  have  you  through :  That  was  a  fine  thruft  in  tierce. 
Hah . Death  what  noife  is  that  ? 

Enter  Don  John. 

D.  Joh.  How  now  Sirrah,  what  are  you  doing  ? 

Jac.  Nothing,  but  praftifing  to  run  people  through  the  bodies,  that’s 
all 3  for  I  know  fome  body’s  throat  muft  be  cut  before  midnight. 

D.  Joh.  In  Armour  too  !  why!,  that  cannot  help  you,  you  are  fiich  a 
cowardly  Fool  3  fear  will  betray  you  fafter  within,  than  that  can  defend 
you  without. 

Jac.  I  fear  no  body  breathing,  I  3  nothing  can  ter  ride  me  but  the 
Devilifh  Ghoft.  Ha  !  who’s  that  coming  ?  Oh  Heaven  !  [.Leaps  back. 

D.  Joh.  Is  this  your  courage  ?  You  are  preparing  for  flight  before  an 
Enemy  appears. 

Jac.  No,  no,  Sir,  not  I 3  I  only  leapt  back  to  put  my  fell  upon  my 
guard - Fa,  la,  la - 

Enter  Don  Lopez  and  Don  Antonio. 

E).  Joh.  Whom  have  we  here  ? 

Jac.  Oh  where  !  where  !  who  are  they  ? 

D.  Joh.  Oh  my  Friends  !  where  have  you  been  ! 

D.  Ant.  We  went  to  view  the  ftately  Nunnery,  hard  by,  and  have 
been  chatting  with  the  poor  fanttifi’d  Fools,  till  it’s  dark ;  we  have 
been  chaffering  for  Nuns-flefh. 

D.  Lop.  There  I  made  fiich  a  difeovery,  if  you  do  not  ailift  me,  I 
am  ruin’d  for  ever.  Don  Bernardo’s  Sifter,  whom  I  fell  in  love  with  in 
Sevil,  is  this  day  plac’d  there  for  probation  3  and  if  you  cannot  advile 
me  to  fome  way  or  other  of  getting  her  out,  for  fome  prefent  occafion  I 
have  for  her,  I  am  a  loft  map,  that’s  certain. 

D.  Ant.  The  bufinels  is  difficult,  and  we  refbl  ve  to  manage  in  it 
Council. 

Jac.  Now  will  they  bring  me  into  fome  wicked  occafion  or  other  of 
fhewing  my  prowefs :  A  pox  on  ’em. 

D.  Joh.  Have  you  lo  long  followed  my  fortunes  :  To  boggle  at  diffi¬ 
culty  upon  fb  honourable  an  occafion 3  befides,  here  is  no  difficulty. 

D.  Lop.  No  ?  The  Walls  are  fb  high,  and  the  Nunnery  fo  ftrongly 
fortify ’d,  ’twill  be  hnpoffible  to  do  it  by  force  3  we  muff  find  fome  Stra¬ 
tagem.  ' 

D*  Jobt 
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found 

j D.  Ant.  As  how,  Don  John  ? 

T>.  Job.  Why,  I  will  fetfire  on  the  Nunnery-,  fire  the  Hive,  and  the 
Drones  muft  out,  or  be  burnt  within  :  Then  may  you,  with  eafe,  under 
pretence  of  fuccor,  take  whom  you  will. 

D.  Lop.  ’Tis  a  gallant  defign. 

D.  Ant.  I  long  to  be  about  it.  Well,  Dony  thou  art  the  braveft  Fel¬ 
low  breathing. 

Jac.  Gentlemen,  pray  what  became  of  that  brave  Fellow,  that  fir’d 
the  Temple  at  Epbefus  ?  Was  he  not  hanged,  Gentlemen,  hum - 

D.  Ant.  We  are  his  Rivals,  Fool  y  and  who  would  not  fuffer  for  fo 
brave  an  A&ion  ?  ,  , 

D.  Job.  He’s  a  Scoundrel  and  a  Poultroon,  that  would  not  have  his 
Death  for  his  Fame. 

D.  Lop.  That  he  is,  a  damn’d  Son  of  a  Whore,  and  not  fit  to  drink 
with. 

Jac.  ’Tis  a  rare  thing  to  be  a  Martyr  for  the  Devil :  But  what  good 
will  infamy  do  you,  when  you  are  dead  ?  When  Honour  is  nothing  but 
a  vapour  to  you,  while  you  are  living.  For  my  part  I’d  not  be  hang’d 
to  be  Alexander  the  Great. 

D.  Ant.  What  a  Phlegmatick  dull  Rafcal  is  that,  who  has  no  Ambi¬ 
tion  in  him. 

Jac.  Ambition  !  what,  to  be  hang’d  ?  Befides,  what’s  the  intrinfick 
value  of  honour  when  a  Man  is  under  ground  ?  Let  ’em  but  call  me  ho- 
neft  Jacomo ,  as  I  am,  while  I  live,  and  let  ’em  call  me,  when  I  am  dead, 

' Don  John  if  they  will. 

D.  Job.  Villain,  dare  you  prophane  my  name  ? 

Jac.  Hold,  Sir,  think  what  you  do  \  you  cannot  hurt  me,  my  Arms 
are  Piftol  proof 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Serv.  I  come  to  give  you  notice  of  an  approaching  danger  :  You  muft 
fly ,an  Officer  with  lome  Shepherds  have  found  you  were  at  our  houleand 
are  come  to  apprehend  you,  for  fome  out  rage  you  have  committed  I 
came  to  give  you  notice,  knowing  our  Family  has  a  great  refpeT  for  you* 

D.  Job.  Yes,  1  know  your  Family  has  a  great  relpeft  for  me,  for  I 
have  lain  with  every  one  in  it,  but  Thee  and  thy  Mafter. 

Jac.  Why  look  you  now,  I  thought  what ’twoud  come  to:  Fly,  Sir, 
fly  y  the  darknefs  of  the  night  will  help  us.  Come  I’ll  lead  the  way. 

D  Job.  Stay  Sirrah, you  ffiall  have  one  occafion  more  offhewing  your 
valour. 

jD.  Ant.  Did  ever  any  Knight  Errant  fly,  that  was  fb  well  appointed  ? 

D.  Lop.  No  j  you  fhall  ftay,  and  get  Honour  Jacomo . 

Jac.  Pox  of  Honour,  I  am  content  with  the  flock  I  have  already. 

D.  Job.  You  are  eafily  iatisfied.  But  now  let’s  fire  the  Nunnery. 

JD.  Ant.  Come  on. 

D.  Lop.  I  long  to  be  at  it. 

Jac.  O  Jacomo !  Thy  Life  is  not  worth  a  piece  of  Eight.  ’Tis  in  vain 

to 
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JD.  Job.  The  Stratagem  is  fc 


'  to  difTwade  ’em,  Sir  *,  I  will  never  trouble  you  with  another  Reqweft,  if’ 
you’ll  be  gracioufly  pleas’d  to  leave  me  out  of  this  adventure.  . 

X>.  Job.  Well,  you  have  your  defire. 

Jac.  A  thou  land  Thanks,  and  when  I  fee  you  again,  I  will  be  hum¬ 
bly  content  with  a  Halter.  ■  • 

D.  Job.  But,  do  you  hear,  Fool  ?  Stand  Centinel  here  *,  and  if  any 
thing  happens  extraordinary,  give  us  notice  of  it. 

Jac.  O,  good  Sir  !  What  do  you  mefen  ?  That’s  as  bad  as  going 
\vith  you. 

D.  Job.  Tet  me  find  you  here  when  I  come  again,  or  you  are  a  dead 
Man — «  [Exeunt  Don  John,  Don  Lopez,  Don  Antonio. 

Jac.  I  am  fure  I  am  a  dead  Man,  if  you  find  me  here  :  But  would  my 
Armour  were  off  now,  th?t  1  mignt  run  the  lighter.  Night  a  hi  ft  me. 
Heaven  !  What  noife  is  that  ?  To  be  left  alone  in  the  dark,  and  fear 
Ghofts  and  Devils,  is  very  horrible.  But  Oh  !  Who  are  thele. 

'  Enter  Officer ,  Guards ,  and  Shepherds. 

1.  Shop.  We  are  thus  far  rigt,  the  Ravifhers  went  this  way. 

2.  Shep.  For  Heaven’s  lake  take  ’em  dead  or  alive  }  fuch  delperate 
Villains  ne’er  were  leen. 

Jac.  So }  if  I  be  catch’d  I  fliatt  be  hang’d  }  il  not,  I  fliall  be  kill’d. 
’Tis  very  fine,  thele  are  the  Shephers.  I’ll  hide  my  lelfi 

'  \_He  (lands  up  clofe  agaipf  the  Wall. 

1.  Shcp.  If  we  catch  the  Rogues  we’ll  broil ’em  alive  }  no  death  can 
be  painful  enough  for  fuch  Wretches. 

Jac.  O  bloody-minded  Men-.--- — » 

2.  Shep.  O  impious  vile  Wretches  !  That  we  had  you  in  our  clutches  ! 
Open  your  dark  Lanthorn,  and  let’s  fearch  for  ’em. 

Jac.  What  will  become  of  me,  my  Armour  will  not  do  now. 

1.  Shep.  Thus  far  we  hunted  them  upon  a  good  feent :  But  now  we 
are  at  a  fault. 

Jac.  Let  me  fee}  I  have  one  trick  left,  I  have  a dilguife  will  fright 
the  Devil.  t '  *  0 

2.  Shep.  They  muft  be  hereabouts. 

Jac.  I’ll  in  amongft  tliem,  and  certainly  this  will  fright  ’em. 

1.  Shep.  Oh  Heaven  !  What  horrid  Objett’s  this  ? 

Jac.  The  Devil.1 

<  2.  Shep.  Oh  fly,  fly,  the  Devil,  the  Devil,  fly— - 

\Exeunt  Shepherds  frighted. 

Jac.  Farewel,  good  Gentlemen.  This  is  the  firft  time  my  Face  e’er 
did  me  good.  But  I’ll  not  flay  I  talce  it }  Yet  whether  fhall  I  fly  ?  Oh  ! 
What  noife  is  that  ?  I  am  in  the  dark,  in  a  ftrange  place  too  }  -What 
will  follow  ?  There  lie.  Oh  !  my  Arms.  Hah !  Who’s  there  ?  Let  me 

go  this  way- . —Oh  the  Ghofl: !  the  Ghofl  !  Gad  forgive  me,  ’twffs 

nothing  but  my  fear  noife  within ,  Fire,  Eire ,  the  Nunnery’s  on  Fire. 

Oh  vile  wretches  !  they  have  done  the  deed.  There  is  no  flying  }  now 
the  place  will  be  full  of  People,  And  wicked  Lights  that  will  difeover 
me,  if  I  fly.  ^ 


I 


Within' 


mm.  Fire,  Fire,  Fire*,  the  Nunnery’s  on' Fire  \  help,  help — — 

[Several  People  crofs  the  Stage ,  crying  Fire. 
Jac.  What  fhall  I  do  ?  There’s  no  way  but  one,  I’ll  go  with  the  croud. 

Fire  ?  Fire - -Murder !  Help  !  Help  !  Fire  !  Fire - 

[More  People  crofs  the  Stdge,  he  runs  with  them. 
Enter  Don  John,  Don  Antonio,  Don  Lopex,  Four  Nuns. 

V.  Joh ,  Fear  not,  Ladies,  we’ll  protect  you. 
a.  Nun.  Our  Sex  and  Habits  will  proteT  us.  ** 

D.  Lop.  Not  enough,  we  will  protect  you  better, 
i.  Nun.  Pray  leave  us,  we  mult  not  confortwith  Men. 

D.  Ant.  What  would  you  run  into  the  fire  to  avoid  Mankind?  You 
are  7iea Ions  Ladies  indeed. 

X>.  Jth.  Come,Ladies,walk  with  us  \  we’ll  put  you  in  a  place  of  fafety. 
i.  Nun.  We’ll  go  no  further,  we  are  Fife  enough  *,  be  gone,  and 
help  to  quench  the  fire. 

>  V.  Joh.  We  have  another  fire  to  quench  ,  come  along  with  us. 

D.  Lop.  Ay,  come,  you  muft  go. 

D.  Ant.  Come  along,' we  know  what’s  good  fqr  you*,  you  mull:  go 
with  us.  J  * 

i.  Nun.  Heav’n  !  What  violence  is  this?  What  impious  Men  are 
thefe  ?  Help  !  Help!  [ All  cry  Help. 

Enter  Flavia  and  Clara  Probationers. 

Flav.  Here  are  the  bloody  Villains,  the  caufes  of  our  mifery. 

Ciar.  Inhuman  Butchers !  now  we’ll  have  your  Lives. 

D.  Joh.  Flah  !  here  are  a  brace  of  my  Wives.  If  you  have  a  a  mind 
to  this  Fool,  take  her  betwixt  you  ^  for  my  part.  I’ll  have  my  own. 
Come,  Wives,  along  with  me  j  we  mull  confummate,  my  Spoules, 
we  mull:  confummate. 

Clar.  What  Monhers  are  thefe  ? 

A!  I  Nuns.  Help!  help!  *  / 

1).  Ant.  ’Sdeath  !  thefe  foolifh  Women  are  tlpeir  own  Enemies. 

D,  Lop.  Here  are  lb  many  people,  if  they  cry  out  more,  they’ll 
interrupt  us  in  our  brave  defign. 

D.  -Job.  I  warrant  you }  when  they  cry  out,  let  us  oiit-noife  ’em.; 
Come*,  Women,  you  muff:  go  along  with  us.  ,  ^ 

t.  Nun.  Heaven!  What  fhall  we  do?  Help!  help! 

V.  Joh.  Help!  help!  Fire!  Fire!  Fire.! 

D.LZ}Hei  PlheJp! 

[They  hale  the  Women  by  the  hands,  who  fit'll  cry  out ,  and  they  with  themi 
Enter  fever al  people,  crying  out  Eire,_  Jacomo  in  the  Rear . 

^  Jac.  Fire  !  Fire  !  Fire  !  Help  !  help  1 
’Sdeath !  here’s  my  Mailer. 

JD.  Joh.  Sirrah,  come  along  with  me,  I  have  ulel  of  you. 

Jac.  I  am  caught. 

V.  Joh.  Here,  Sirrah,  take  oneof  my  Wives,  and  force  Her  after  me? 
Do  you  refute,  Villain? 


Enter  Shepherds,  with  Officers  and  Guards 
Nuns.  Help!  help!  good  people  help !  Refcue  tis  from  tliefe  Villains. 

1.  Shep.  Who  are  you,  committing  violence  on  Women  ? 

2.  Shep.  Heavens!  they  are  the  Villains  we  leek  for. 

Jac .  Where  is  my  Armour  now  ?  Oh  my  Armour. 

Officer.  Fallon.  [Theyfight,  Women  fiy,  Jacomo.  falls  down  as 

km.  Two  Shepherds  and  the  Officer  are  kill'd. 
D.  Job.  Say  you  lo,  Rogues  ? 

V.  Lop.  So,  the  Field’s  our  own. 

D.  Job.  But  a  pox  Gift,  we  have  bought  a  Vifrory  too  dear,  we 
have  loft  the  Women. 

D.  Ant.  We’ll  find  ’em  again.  .  But  poorjacomo's  kill’d, 

Jac.  That’s  a  Lye.  '  *  [_Afide. 

D.  L»p.  ’Faith,  let's  carry  off  our  Dead. 

L>. .  Job.  Agreed  }  we’ll  bury  him  in  the  Church,  while  the  Ghoft 
Ttreats  us,  we’ll  Treat  the  Worms  with  the  Body  of  a  Rafcal. 

Jac  Not  yet  a  while..  "  f  Afide \ 

D.  Lop.  Come,  let’s  take  away  the  Fool.  . 

Jac.  No,  the  Fo©l  can’ take  up  himielf..  ’Sdeath  !  you  refblvenot 
to  let  me  alone  dead  or  alive— 


Here  are  more  Murders,  Oh  ! 

'  IX  Lop.  Oh  counterfeiting  Rafcal !  Are  you  alive  ?- 

[  The  Clock  Jlrikes  Twelve. 


D.  Ant.  The  Clock  ftrikes  Twelve. 


.  '  D.  Job.  ’Slife,  our  time's  come,  we  mu  ft  to  the  Tomb:  I  would  not 
break  my  word  with  the  Ghoft  for  a  thouland  Doubloons— - 
Jac.  Nor  1  keep  it  for  ten  times  the  Money. 

D.  Job.  But  you  fhallTeep  ybur  word,  Sir. 


Jac.  Sir,  I  am  refolv’d  to  Faft  to  night,  ’tis  a  Vigil :  Befides,  I  care 
not  for  eating  in  luch  bale  company; 

Within.  Follow,  follow,  follow— 

D.  Lop-  D’hear  that  noife  ?  The  remaining  Rogues  have  rais’d  the 
Mobile,  and  are  coming  upon  us.  •  - 

Jac.  Oh!  let’s  file - —file - What  will  become  of  me  ? 


D.  Ant.  Let’s  to'  the  Church,  and  give  the  Rogues  the  Go-by. 

D.  Job.  Common,  fmee  ’tis  my  time,  and  I  have  promis’d  the  Gover- 
nour.  I’ll  go - *You  had  beft  ftay,  Sirrah,  and  be  taken. 


Jac.  No  :  Now  I  muft  go  to  the  Church  whither  I  will  or  no.  Away, 


away, 


fiie! 


Enter  Two  Shepherds  with  a  great  Rabble. 
Here  they  went  follow,  follow- 


f Exeunt  omnes. 


1  he  S  C  H  N  R  the  Church,  the  Statue  of  Don  Pedro  on  Horleback  \  on 
each  fide  of  the  Church,  Don  John's  Father’s  Goft,  Maria's, Don  Fran- 
cifio's ,  Leonora's,  Flora's,  Maria's  Brothers,  and  others,  with  Torches 
in  their  hands. 

Enter  Don  John,  Don  Antonio,  Don  Lopez,  Jacomo. 

Jac.  Good  Sir,  let’s  go  no  farther  look  what  horrid  Attendants  are 
here.  This  wicked  Ghoft  has  no  good  meaning  in  him. 

I  2  ,  .  P-  Job* 


V- 


ou  ) 


).  'job.  He  velolvesto  Treat  us  in  State*,  I  think  he  has  robb’d  all 
tlie  Graves  hereabouts  of  their  Dead,  to  wait  upon  us. 

JD.  Ant.  I  lee  no  Entertainment  prepar’d. 

D.  Lop.  He  has  had  'the  manners  te  light  off  his  Horfe,  and  entertain 
us. 

D.  Joh.  He  would  not?  lure  be  lb  ill  bred,  to  make  us  wait  on  him  on 
foot.  .£• 

Jac.  Pox  on  his  Breeding,  I  lhall  dye  with  fear  }  I  had  as  good  have 
been  taken  and  hang’d.  What  horror  feizes  me! 

Joh.  Well,  Governor,  you  lee  we  are  as  good  as  cur  words, 
f*  JD.  Ant.  Where^  your  Collation  ? 

4-^  TU  Lop.  Bid  fome  of  your  Attendants  give  us  lome  Wine. 

f Ghofi  defcends. 

Star.  Have  you  not  yet  thought  on  your  loll  condition  ? 

Here  are  the  Ghofls  of  lome  whom  you  have  Murder’d, 

That  cry.  for  Vengeance  on  you* 


Father's  Ghofi.  Repent,  repent  of  all  your  horrid  crimes: 

Monflers,  Repent,  or  Hell  will  livallow  you. 

D.  Joh.  That’s  my  old  Man’s  voice.  D’y  hear  Old  Gentleman,  you 
talk  idly. 

Jac.  1  do  repent,  O  fpare  me.  I  do  repent  of  all  my  fins,  but  elpeci- 
ally  of  following  this  wicked  Wretch.  .  \_Kneds. 

D.  Ant.  Away,  Fool.  fAnt.  Kicks  him. 

JD.  Fran.  Ghofi.  My  Blood  cries  out  upon  thee,  barbarous  Wretch. 
D.  John.  That’s  my  Heft  Francifico,  ’faith  thou  wert  a  good  honeft 
Blockhead,  that’s  the  truth  ont - 


Floras  Ghofi.  Thou  malt  not  elcape  Vengeance  for  all  thy  crimes. 

JD.  Joh.  What  Tool’s  that,  1  am  not  acquinted  with  her. 

Leon.  Ghofi.  In  time  lay  hold  on  Mercy,  and  repent 

D.  Joh.  That  was  Leonora,  a  good  natur’d  filly  Wench,  fomething  too 
loving,  that  was  all  her  fault  -  *■ 

Man Willain,  this  is  the  la  ft  moment  of  thy  life. 

And  thou  in  Flames  Eternally  fh'allhowl. 

D.  Joh.  Thou  ly’ft,  this  is  the  young  hot-headed  Fool  we  kill’d  at 
Francifco* s  Pox  on  him,  he  di  {appointed  me  in  my  defign  upon  the  Daugh- 
ers.  Would  thou  wert  alive  again,  that  I  might  kill  thee1  once  more. 

Z>.  Lop.  jSo  more  of  this  old  foolifh  fluff ;  give  us  fome  Wine  to  be¬ 
gin  with. 

D.  Anty  Ay,  Give  us  fome  Wine,  Governor. 

JD.  John.  What,  do  you  think  to  Treat  us  thus.?  I  offer’d  you  a  better 
Entertainment.  Prethee  trouble  us  no  more,  but  bid  fome  of  your  At¬ 
tendants  give  us  lome  Wine  j  I’ll  drink  to  you  and  all  the  good  com¬ 
pany. 

St  at.  Give  ’em  the  Liquor  they  have  mofl  delighted  in.' 

[jwo  of  the  Ghofi  s  go  out3  and  bring  four  Glajfes  full 
of  Bloody  then  ghe  ?t>m  to.  D.  Joh.  D.  Ant.  D.  Lop. 
D.  Lop.  This  is  fomething.  \ 

.  P-  Jdi 
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D.  Job'.  This  is  civil. 

D.  Lof.  I  hope  a  good  Defert  will  follow. 


[ Ghofi  offers  a  Glafs  to  Jacomo,  who  runs  round 
Don  John,  D.  Ant.  D.  Lop.  roaring . 

Jac.  Are  you  hark  diftrafted  ?  Will  you  drink  of  that  Liquor?  Oh 
Oh  !  What  d’you  mean  ?  Good  fweet  Ghoft  forbear  your  civility  y  Oh, 
I  am  not  dry,  I  thank  you— — 

D.  Job.  Give  it  me.  Here,  take  it.  Sirrah.  * 

Jac.  By  no  means.  Sir,  I  never  Drink  between  Meals.  Oh  Sir*— — • 

D.  Job.  Take,  it,  Raical. 

Jac.  Oh  Heav’ns ! 

D.  Job.  Now,  Govemour,  your  Health  \  ’tis  the  redded;  Drink  I 
ever  law. 

D.  Lop.  Hah  !  hah  !  ’tis  Blood. 

D.  Ant.  Pah  !  k  is - 

Jac. .  Oh !  I’ll  have  none  of  it. 

XfThey  throw  the  Glajfcs  down. 

D.  Job.  ’Sdeath  do  you  mean  to  affront  us  ?. 

St  at.  ’Tis  fit  for  filch  Blood-thirfty  Wretches. 

J).  Job.  Do  you  upbraid  me  with’  my,  killing  of  you  I  did  it,  and 
would  do  it  again  :  I’de  fight  with  all  your  Family  one  by  one and  cu$‘ 
off  root  and  branch  to  enjoy  your  Sifter.  But  will  yOu  Treat  us  yet  no 
otherwile? 

Stat.  Yes,  I  will,  ye  impieus  Wretches.  [T  Flour  if:. 

D.  Lop.  What’s  here  ?  Mufick  to  Treat  us  with  ?  -T 

D.  Ant.  There  is  fomepleafure  in  this. 


Song  of  Devils. 

1.  Dev.  1 Be  pare,  prepare ,  new  Guejts  draw  near', 

Jh  And  on  the  brink  of  Hell  appear. 

2.  Dev.  Kindle  j'rejJ)  Flames  of  Sulphur  there. 

Affemble  all  ye  Fiends, 

Wait  for  the  drerdful  ends  * 

I  Of  impious  Men,  who  far  excell 

All  tb ’  Inhabitants  of  HelL 
Chorf  of  D  — — Let  '’em  come ,  Let  "’em  come , 

Devils.  P‘7 o  an  Eternal  dreadful  Doom, 

-  Let  ’em  come ,  Let  ’em  come. 


\ 


-  3.  Dev.  In  Mifcbiefs  they  have  all  the  Damn’d  out-done  , 

Here  tbcy  fhaR  weep,  and  fi  all  unpitty’d  groan , 

Here  they  jhall  bowl and  make  Eternal  moan.  •  „ 

I.  Dev.  By  Blood  and  Lufi  they  have  deferv’dfo  well. 

That  they  fn  all  feel  the  hott  eft  flames,  of  Hell.  % 

X.  Dev*  7n  vain  they  frail  here  their  pajt  mifchiefs  bewail^ 

In  exquifite  Torments  that  never  jhMl  fail. 

. .  "  ■  3*  Dev; 


■  ‘  •  ‘  -..l 
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3.  Dev.  '  Eternal  Darknefs  they  (ha 

And  them  Eternal  chains  Jhall  bind' 
Tq  infinite  pain  ofSenfe  and  Mind . 

■  I  f  '  T.‘ 

Chof.  *">  ~.«~Levem  come ,  Let'em  come, 
ofaj^  r”  ‘To  Eternal  dreadful  doom 

j  Let  'em  come ,  Lef  Vw  C0me. 


Kf4f.  Willy  ou  not  relent  and  feel  remorfe  ? 

D.  Joh.  Cou’dft  thou  be  how  another  Heart  on  me,  I  might  \  but 
with  this  Heart  1  have,  1  cannot. 

if.  Lop.  Thele  things  are  prodigious. 

D.  Ant.  I  have  a  kind  of  grudging  to  relent,  but  fomething  holds  me 
back. 

I).  Lop.  If  we  could,  ’tis  now  too  late  I  will  not. 

D.  Ant.  We*dede  thee. 

Stat.  Perifh  ye  impious  Wretches,  go  and  find 
The  puniihmentsWid  up  in  ho  re  for  you. 

XJt  Thunders ,  Don  Lopez,  and  Don  Antonio 
,  are  [wallow'd  up. 

Behold  their  dreadful  Hates,  and  know,  that  thy  lah  Moment’s  come. 
.•  D.  Joh.  Think  not  to  fright  me,  foolifh.  Ghoh  •,  I’ll  break  your 
Marble  Body  in  pieces,  and  pull  down  your  Horfe. 

Jac.  If  Fear  has  left  me  my  Strength,  I’ll  heal  aw.ay.  [Exit. 

D.  Job.  Thele  things  I  fee  with  Wonder,  but  no  Fear. 

Were  all  the  Elements  to  be  confounded, 

And  fhuffl’d  all  into  their  former  Chaos y 
Were  Seas  of  Sulphur  flaming  round  about  me, 

And  all  Mankind  roaring  within  thole  fires, 

I  could  not  fear  or  feeL  the  leah  remorfe. . 

To  the  lah  inhant  I  would  dare  thy  Power. 

Here  I  hand  firm,  and  all  thy  Threats  contemn  7 
Thy  Murderer  hands  here,  now  do  thy  worh. 

[  h  Thunders  and  Light ensy  Devils  defeend 
and  fink  with  Don  John,  who  is  cover'd 
with  a  Cloud  of  Fire  as  he  finks. 

Stat.  Thus  per iih  all 

Thofe  Men,  who  by  their  Words  and  ATions  dare, 

Againfl  the  Will  and  Power  of  Heav’n  Declare. 

[Scene  finut. 
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EPILOGUE 


Spoken  by  Jacomo. 


THrough  aft  the  Tertis  of  the  TUy  Tve  run, 

But  know  not  how  your  fury  I  may  jhun  ; 

Tm  in  new  dangers  now  to  he  undone — — 

/  had  hut  one  fierce  Mafter  there , 

But  1  have  many  crnel  Tyrants  here. 

Who  do  mo (l  bloodily  my  life  purfue  ; 

Who  takes  my  Livelihood ,  may  take  that  too. 

J Gainfl  little  T layers  you  great  Faflions  raife, 

Make  Solemn  Leagues  and  Cov  ndnts  again (l  Flays. 
We,  who  ly  no  Allies  ajf  fled  are , 

Againjt  the  Great  Confederates  mu(l  make  War. 

Tou  need  not  firiveour  Trov'tnce  to  o' r»run. 

By  our  ownftratagems  we  are  undone , 

We've  laid  out  all  our  Pains ,  nay  Wealth  for  you, 

And  yet,  hard-hearted  men,  all  will  not  do. 

*Tis  not  your  Judgments  [way,  for  you  can  he 
Pleas'd  with  damn'd  Plays  ( as  heart  can  wifh  to  fee ) 

’ Ounds ,  we  do  what  we  can ,  what  woudyvu  more  ? 
Why  do  you  come ,  and  rant ,  and  dame ,  and  roar  t 
*S  death,  what  a  Devil  wovldyou  have  us  do  } 

Each  take  a  Prifen f  and  there  humbly  fie,  9 
Angling  for  ffingle  Money  with  a  Shoo. 

What,  will  you  be  Don  Johns  ?  Have  you  no  remorfe  ? 
Farewel  then,  bloody  men ,  and  take  your  courfe. 

Tet  (lay-*--  . 

If  you  ft  be  civil ,  we  will  treat  of  Peace, 

And  the  articles  oth'  Treaty  [haft  be  thefe . 

Fir  ft,  to  the  men  of  Wit  we  all fibmit ; 

The  reft  fhall fwagger  too  within  the  Pit , 

And  may  roar  out  their  little  or  no  Wit. 

But  do  not  Jwear  fo  loud  to  fright  the  CityT 


i 
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Who  neither  care  for  wicked  men,  aor'witty  ; 

They  {l  art  at  ills  they  do  not  Like  to  do. 

But  {hall  in  Shops  be  wickeder  than  you.  • 

“  Next ,  youll  no  more  be  troubl'd  with  Machines. 

Item,  you  {hall  appear  behind  onr  Scenes*, 

And  there  make  love  with  the  fweet  chink  of  Guinnies, 
The  unrefifled  Eloquence  of  Ninnies , 

Some  of  our  Women  {hall  he  kind  to  you , 

And  promife  free  ingrefs  and  egrefs  too. 

But  if  the  Faces  which  we  have  w'ont  do,  " 

We  will  find  out  feme  of  Sixteen  for  you. 

We  will  be  civil  when  nought  e  If e  will  win  ye;  \ 

We  will  new  bait  our  Trap ,  and  that  will  bring  ge. 

“  Come,  faith  let  all  old  breaches  now  be  heal'd. 

And  the  Jaid  Articles  {hall  be  Sign'd  and  Seal'd. 
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